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WRITTEN BY M^ GARRICK. 



A School for Scandal! tell me , I beseech you , 
Needs there a school this modish art lo teach you ? 
- No need of lessons now , the knowing think ; 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink. 
Caused by a dearth of scandal , should the vapours 
Distress our fair ones — let them read the papers ; 
Their powerful mixtures such disorders hit ; 
Crave what you will — there's quantum sufficit, 
is. Lord ! » cries my Lady Wonnwood (who loves tattle^. 
And puts much salt and pepper in her prattle). 
Just risfn at noon , all night at cards when threshing 
Strong tea and scandal — « Bless me , how tefreshing ? 
« Give me the papers. Z/a/?— how bold and free ! («/>«) 
« Last night Lord L» (sips) was caught with Lady D. 
« For aching heads what charming sol volatile! (sips) 
« If Mrs, B. will still continue flirting , 
M We hope she* II draw, or tvefV/ undr^vw the curtain. 
« Fine satire , poz — in public all abuse it , 

/^^ But, by ourselves ; (sipsj our praise we can't refuse it. 

I^« Now; Lisp, read you — there, at that dash and star : » 

^J« Yes, ma*am— y< certain lord had 6 est beware, 

^^« Who lives not twenty miles from Grosvenor Square ; 

MA For should he Lady W.firid willing ^ 

^V> « Wormwood is bitter » — « Oh ! that^s me , the villain ! 

N^^ ^row it behind the fire, and never more 
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6 PROLOGUE. 

« Let Ihat vile paper come within my door. » 

Thus at our friends we laugh , who feel the dart; 

To reach our feelings, we ourselves mu$t smart. 

Is our young bard so young , to think that he 

Can stop the full spring-tide of calumny? 

Knows he the world so little , and its trade ? 

Alas ! the devil's sooner raised than laid. 

So strong , so swift , the monster there's no gagging : 

Cut Scandal's head off, still the tongue is wagging. 

Proud of your smiles once lavishly bestow'd. 

Again our young Don Quixote lakes the road 

To show his gratitude he draws his pen , 

And seeks this hydra , Scandal , in his den. 

For your applause all perils he would through — 

He'll fight — that's write — acavaliero true. 

Till every drop of blood — that's ink — is spilt for you. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 



EXITS and eictbavcbs. 

R. means Right; L. Lefi; D. F. Door in Flat; h, D. Right 
f)oor; L. D. Ltffl Door; S. E. Second Entrance; U. E, Upper 
Entrance; M. I>. Middle Door. 



aSLATIVB POSITIONS. 

R. means Right; L. Left; C. Centre; R. C. Right of Centre; 
L. C Left of Centre. 

** The Reader is supposed to be on the Stage, facing the 
Audience. 

R. R.C. C. L.C. L. 
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THE 

SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 



DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 

Sir Peter Teazle. Trip. 

Sir Oliver Surface. Snake. 

Joseph Surface. CareieM. 

Charles Surface. Sir Harry 9umper. 

Crabtree. Lady Teazle. 

Sir Benjamin Backbite Maria . 

Rowley. Lady SneerweU. 

Moses. Mrs. Caadonr* 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Lady Sneerwell's House. 

Discouered Lady Sneerwell , R. at the dresslng^tabh. 
Snare drinking chocolate , t. 

Lady S. The paragraphs, you say, Mr. Snake', were 
all inserted ? 

Skake. They were , madam ; and as I copied them my- 
self in a feigned hand , there can be no suspicion whence 
they came. 

Lady S. (r.) Did you circulate the report of Lady Brit- 
tie's intrigue with Captain BoastalL? 

Snailb. (l.) That's in as fine a train as your ladyship 
eould wish. In the comnM>n course of things , I think it 
must reach Mrs. Ciackitt's ears within four and twenty 
hours; and then, you know, the business is as good as done. 

Ladt S. Why, truly , Mrs. Ciackitt has a very pretty ta- 
lent , and a great deal of industry. 

Skare. True, madam , and has been tolerably success-' 
ful in her day. To my knowledge she has been the cause 
of six matches being broken off, and ||^iree sons being dis« 
inherited ; of four forced elopements , as many close con- 
finements ; nine separate maintenances/ and two divorces. 
Nay, I have more than once traced her causing a tdlci-tidte 
in the Town and Country Magazine , when the pai*lies , 
perhaps » had never seen each othei^s face before ir' *^** 
coarse of their lives. 
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8 Tim SCHOOL 

Lady S. She certainly has talens , but her mauuer is 
gross. 

Snake. ,Tis very true. — She generally designs well , has 
a free tongue and a bold invention ; but her colouring is 
too dark, and he^^outline8^)ften extravagant. She wants 
that delicacy of tint and mellowness of sneer , which dis- 
tinguish your ladyships scandal.X 

Lad¥ S. Ah ! You are partial; Snake. 

Snake. Not in the least — every body allows that Lady 
Sneerwell can do more with a word or a look than many ' 
can with the most laboured detail, even when they happen 
to have a little truth on their side to support it. 

Lady S. Yes, my dear Snake; and I am no hypocrite to 
deny the satisfaction I reap from the success of my efforts. 
{They me.'] Wounded myself in the early part of my life 
by the envenomed tongue of slander, I confess I have since 
known no pleasure equal to the reducing others to the le- 
vel of my own reputation. 

Snake. Nothing can be more natural. But, Lady Sneer- 
well, there is one affair in which you have lately employed 
me , wherein, I confess, I am a,t a loss to guess your moti- 
ves. 

Lady S. I„conceive you mean with respect to my neigh- 
bour , Sir Peter Teazle, and his family? 

Snake. I do. Here are two young men, to whom Sir Pe- 
ter has acted as a kind of guardian since their father's 
death; the eldest possessing the most amiable character , 
and universally well spoken of — the youngest, the most 
dissipated and extravagant young fellow in the kingdom , 
without friends or character : the former an avpwed ad- 
mirer of your ladyship's , and apparently your favourite : 
the latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward , and confes^ 
sedly beloved by her. Now , on the face of these circum- 
stance!', it is utterly unaccountable to me , why you , the 
wijlow of a city knight , with a good jointure , should not 
closer with the passion of a man of such character and ex- 
peis^Oiis as Mr. Surface ; and more so why you should 
he sp uncommonly earnest to destroy the mutual attach- 
* subsisting between his brother Charles and Maria. 
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FOR SCANDAfc. 9 

Laet S. Then at once to unravel this. mystery , I must 
inform you , that love has ho share v/hatever iu the inter- 
course between Mr. Surface and m&. 

Snake. No! 

Lady S. His real attachment is to Maria, of her foptune • 
but finding in his broth ep a favoured rival , he has beea 
obliged to mask his pretensions , and profit by my assis^ 
tance. 

Snake. Yet still I am more puzzled why you should in- 
terest yourself in his success. 

Lady S. Heavens ! how dull you are ! Cannot you sur- 
mise the weakness which I hitherto, tlwough shame, have 
concealed even from you ? Must I confess, that Charles , 
that libertine', thai extravagant, that bankrupt in fortune 
and reputation , that he it is for whom I'm thue anxious 
and malicious , and to gain whom I would sacrifice every 
thing?' 

Snake.. Now, indeed, your conduct appears consistent: 
but how came you and Mr. Surface ^aconfidenUal? 

Lady S. For our mutual interest. I have found him out 
a long tim<c since. I know him to be artful, selfish, and 
malicious — in short, a sentimental knave; while, with Sir 
Peter, and indeed with all his acquaintance, he passes for 
a youthful miracle of prudence , good sense, and benevo- 
lence. 

Snake. Yes : jretSir Peter vow-s he hasnotrhis equal in 
England — and above tkU , he praises him. as a man of seB^ 
timenl. 

Sady S. True— and. with the assistance of his sentiment 
and hypocrisy, he has brought him entirely into his in- 
terest with regard to Maiia ; while- poor Charles has no 
friend in th^ house ^ though , I fear , he has a powerful 
one in Maria's hearl, against whom we must direct our 
sehemes. 

Enter Servant , l. 

Serv. Mr. Surface. 

Lady S. {Crosses c] Show him. up. {EjcM Servant , i..] 
Be generally calls abou|Jhis limo. I don't wonder at peo- 
ple giving him to me for a lover. 



10 TUE SCHOOL 

Enter iosEVH Surface, l. 

Joseph S. (l.) My dear Lady Sneenvell, how do you 
do to day? M. Snake, your most obedient. 

Lady S. (c.) Snake has just been rallying me on our 
inutual attachment ; but I have informed him of our real 
views. You know how useful he has been to us , and, be- 
lieve me , the confidence is not ill placed. 

Joseph S. Madam , it is impossible for me to suspect a 
man of Mr. Snake's sensibility and discernment. 

Lady S.Well , well , no compliments now ; but tell me 
when you saw your mistress, Maria — or, what is more 
material to me , your brother. 

Joseph S. I have not seen either since I left you ; but I 
can inform you that they never meet. Some of your sto- 
ries have taken a good effect on Maria. 

Lady S. Ah! my dear Snake! the merit of this belongs 
to you : but do your brother's distresses increase ? 

Joseph S.' Every hour. I am told he has had another 
execution in the house yesterday. In short, his dissipation 
and extravagance exceed any thing I have ever heard of. 
' Lady S. Poor Chariest 

JosEpH^S. True, madam ; notwithstanding his vices, one 
cannot help feeling for him. Poor Charles! Tm sure I wish 
~ it were in my power to be of any essential service to 
him; for.the man who does not feelfor the distresses of a 
friend, even though merited by his own misconduct, de- 
serves. 

V/ Lady S. O Lud ! you are going to be moral , and forget 
that you are among friends. 

Joseph S. Egad, that's true! — I'll keep that sentiment 
till I see Sir Peter ; — however, it is certainly a charity to 
rescue Aforiafrom such a libertine, wlio, if he is lo be re- 
claimed, can be so only by one of your ladyship^s superior 
accomplishments and understanding. 

Sjtare. I believe. Lady Sneerwell, here*s company com,- 
ing : I'll go and copy the letter I mentioned to you. — Mi\ 
Surface, your ifiost obedient. 

Joseph S. {Crosshifj to Snake,'] Sir, you»-very devoted. 



POU SCANDAL. if 

{Exit SmkeJ LdiAy Sneerwell , I am, very sorry you have 
put any farther confidence in that fellow. 

IadtS. (l.) Why so? 

Joseph S. (r.) I have lately detected him in frequent 
conference with oldRowJey, who was formerly my father's 
steward, and has never, you know, been a friend of mine. 

Lady S. And d^ you think he would betray us ? 

Joseph S. Nothing more likely : — take my word for't, 
Lady Sneerwell , that fellow hasn't virtue enough to be 
faithful even to. his own villainy. — ■■ — Ah! Maria! 

^nter Maria., l. 

Lady S. (c.) Maria, my dear, how dp you do?— -Whal*f 
the matter? 

Maria, (l.) Oh! there is that disagreeable' lover of mine. 
Sir Benjamin Backbite, has just called at my guaixiian's , 
with his odious uncle, Crabtree ; so I slipt out, and ran, 
hither to avoid. them, '- . ^ 

Lady S, Is that all ? 

Joseph S. (r.) If my brother Charles had been of the 
parly, madam», perhaps you would not have been so much 
alarmed. 

Lady S, Nay, now. ypu are severe ; for I dare swear ^e 
truth of the matter is, Maria hpard you were here. — But, 
my dear, what has Sir B^njam^n done., that you should 
avoid him so?- 

Maria. Oh., hp hasdono^ nothing— -but 'tis for what he 
has said : his conyersatiop is a perpetual libel on all his 
^cquaiotanoe. 

Joseph S. Ay, and the worst of it is , there is no advan- 
tage in not knowing him-^or he'll abuse a stranger just 
as soon as his best friepd ; and hjs uncle Grabtree's aft^ 
bad. . 

Lady S. Nay, but we should make allowance. — Sir 
Benjamin is a wit and a poet. 

Maria. For my part, I own , madam , wit loses its res^ 
pect with me, when I see it in company with malioci — 
What do you think, Mr. Surface? \_Crosses to hhn.'] 

Joseph S. Certainly, madam ; to smile at the jest which 
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i3 THE SCHOOL 

plants a thorn lu another's breast is to become a princi- 
pal in the mischief. 

Ladt S. (l.) Pshaw! — there's no possibility of being 
ifcitty without a little ill nature : the malice of a good thing 
is the barb that makes it stick. — What's your opinion , 
Mr. Surface? 

Joseph S* (r.) To be sure , madam; that conversation , 
where the spirit of raillery is suppressed, will ever appear 
tedious and insipid. 

Maria. (c.)Well , TU not debate how far scandal may 
be allowable ; but in a man, I am sure, it is always con- 
temptible. We have pride, envy, rivalship, and athousaud 
little motives tq depreciate each other; but the male slan- 
derer must have the cowardice of a won^au before he can 
traduce one. 

Enter Servant, l. 

Serv. Madam, Mrs. Candour is below, and if your lady- 
ship's at leisure , will leave her carriage. 

Lady S. Beg her to walk in. — {Exit Senmnl, l.] Now, 
Maria, however, here is a character to your faste ; for 
though Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, every body allows 
her to the best natured and best sort of woman. 

Maria. Yes , — with a very gross s^ffectation of good na- 
ture and benevolence , she does more mischief than the 
direct malice of old Crablree. 

Joseph S. ITaith that's true. Lady Sneorwell : whenever 
I bear the current running against the characters of my 
friends, I never think them in such danger as when Can- 
dour undertakes their defence 

Ladt S. Hush! — here she is! — 



v 



Enter Mrs. Candour, l. 



Mrs. Caw. My dear Lady Sneerwell, how have you been 
this century?*- — Mr. Surface, what news do you hear? — 
though indeed it is no matter, fori think one hears nothing 
else but scandal. 

Joseph S. (R.]Ju8t so, indeed, ma'am. 
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FOR SCANDAt. 13 

Mns. C. [Crosses ta MapiaJ] Oli, Maria ! child , — what ! 

is Uie whole affair off between you aiid Charles? His 

extravagance, 1 presume — the town talks of nothing else. 

Maria, (r. g.) I am very sorry, ma'am, the town has so 
little to do. 

Mrs. C. (l. c.) True , true , child : but there's no stop- 
ping people's tongues. I own I was hurt to hear it: as I in- 
deed was to learn , from the same quarter, that your guar- 
dian, Sir Peter, and Lady Teazle, have not agreed lately 
as well as could be wished. 

Mar^a. *Tis strangely impertinent for people to busy 
themselves so. 

Mrs, C. Very true, child : — ^but what's to be done? — 
People will talk — there's no preventing it. Why, it was but 
yesterday I was told that Miss Gadabout had eloped with 
Sir Filigree Flirt. — ^But, Lord! there's no minding what 
one hea.rs j though , to be sure , I had this from very good 
authority. 

Maiua. Such reports are higldy scandalous. 

Mrs. C. So they are, child — shameful, shameful! But 
the world is so censorious, no cliaracter escapes. — — :Lord, 
now, who would have suspected your friend, Miss Prim, of 
an indiscretion? Yet such is the ill-nature of people, that 
they say her uncle stopt her last week , just as she was 
stepping inla the York Mail with her dancing-master. 

Maru. I'll answer for't, there.are no grounds for tliat re 
port. 

Mrs. C. Ah, no foundation in the world, I dare swear; 
no more, probably, than for the story circulated last 
month, of Mrs. Feslino's affair with Colonel Cassino; — 
though, to be sure , that matter was never rightly cleared 
up. 

Joseph S^ The licence of invention some people take i» 
monstroua indeed. 

Maria. 'Tis so , — but, in my opinion, those who report 

such things are equally culpable. 

\ Mrs. C. To be sure they are; tale-bearers are as bad as 

the tale-makers — 'tis an old observation, and a very true 

one : but what's to be done , as I said before? how will 

.Hgitized by Google 



14 TBK SCHOOI. 

you prevent people from talking? To-day, Mrs. Clackitt 
assured n^ , Mr* and Mrs. Honeymoon were at last beco- 
me mere man and wife, like the rest of their acquaintan- 
ce. She likewise hinted that a certain widow, in the next 
street, had god ^ of heV^ropsy afcdrecovered her shape 
•in a^AOsr surprising manner. And al the same ti«ae ,,Miss 
Tattle, who was by, affirnaed, that Lord Buffal^ had disco- 
vered his lady at a house of no extraordinary fame; and 
that SiriHaiTy Bouquet and Tom Saunter were to measure 
swords on a similar provocation. — ^But, Lord, do you think 
1 would report these things? — No , no ! tale-bearers, as I 
said before, are just as bad as ihe tale-makers. 

Joseph S. All ! Mrs. Candour, if every body had your 

^forbearance and good-nature ! 

. * Mrs. C. I confess, Mr. Surface, I cannot bear to hear 

V people attacked behind their backs ; and when ugly cir- 

f'^ cumstances come out against our acquaintance, I own 1 

always love to think the best. [^Lady Sneenvell and Maria 

retire a little up,'] By the by, I hope 'tis not true that your 

brother is absolutely ruined? 

Joseph. S. I am afraid his circumstances are very bad 
indeed , ma*am. 

Mrs. C. Ah 1 1 heard so — but you must tell him to keep 
up his spirits; every body almost is in the same way — 
Lord Spindle, Sir Jhomas Splint, and Mr. Nickit— all 
up , I hear, within this week; so if Charles is undone, . 
he*ll find half his acquaintance ruined too, and that, you 
know , is a consolation. 

Joseph S. Doubtless, ma'am — a very great one. 

Enter Servant, l. 

Serv. Mr. Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

[Exit Servant. 
Lady S. So Maria, you see your lover pursues you; po- 
sitively you 8*ha*n*t escape. 

yEntcr Crabtree, 1st and Sir Benjamin Backbite, 2nd. l^ 

Crab. Lady Sneerwell , I kiss your hand — {^Crosses to. 
Mrs, Candwtr.'] — Mrs. Candour, 1 don*t believe you are 
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FOR SCANDAL. 15 

acquaintedmth my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite? Egad! 
roa*am, he has a pretty wit, and is a pretty poet, too ; isnH 
he, Lady Sneerwell? 

SirB. (l.)0 fie, uncle! 

Crab. Nay, egad) it's true; I back him at a rebus or a 
charade against the best rhymer in the kingdom. — Has 
your ladyship heard the epigram he wrote last week on 
Lady Frizzle's feather catching fire?— Do, Benjamin, re- 
peat it , or the charade you made last night extempore at 
Mrs. Drowie's conversazione. Come now ; — your first is 
the name of a fish, your secend a great naval commander, 
and 

Sir B. Uncle, now — pr'ythee — 

Crab. I'faith, ma'am, 'twould surprise you to hear how 
ready he is at these things. 

Lady S. I wonder. Sir Benjamin, you never publish 
anything. 

Sir B. To say truth , ma'am , 'tis very vulgar to print ; 
and as my little productions are mostly satires and lam- 
poons on particular people , I find they circulate more by 
giving copies in confidence to the friends of the parties^ 
{^Crosses to Maria,'] However, I have some love elegies, 
which , when favoured with this lady's smiles , 1 mean to 
give the public. 

Crab. 'Fore heaven, ma'am, they'll immortalise yon!— 
you will be handed down to posterity, like Petrarch's Lau- 
ra, or Waller's Sacharissa. 

Sir B. Yes , madam , I think you will like them , when 
you shall see them on a beautiful quarto page , where a 
neat rivulet of text shall murmur through a meadow of 
margin. — 'Fore Gad they will be the most elegant things of 
their kind ! 

Crab. ^Crossing to Mrs. Candour.'] But , ladies , that's 
true — have you heard the news? 

Mrs. C. What , sir , do you mean the report of — 

Crab. No, ma'am, that's not it — Miss Nicely is going 
to be married to her own footman. 

Mrs. C. Impossible ! 

Crab. Ask Sir Benjamin. 
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16 THE SCHOOL^ 

SlK B. 'Tis very true , ma*am ; evef^ Ihiug is fixed , and 
the wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab. Yes — and they do say there were very pressing 
reasons for it. 

Lady S. (l.) Why , I have heard something of this be- 
fore. 

Mrs. C. (l. c.) It can't be — and I wonder any one 
should believe such a story , of so prudent a lady as Miss 
Nicely. . ^ 

Sir B. (r. c.) ludl ma'am, that's the very reason 
twas believed at once. She has always been so cautious 
and so reserved , that every body was sure there was some 
reason for it at bottom. 

Mrs. C. Why, to be sure , a tale ©f scandal is as fatal to 
the credit of a prudent lady of lier stamp , as a fever is ge- 
nerally to those of the strongest constitutions. But there 
is a sort of puny sickly reputation, that is always ailing, yet 
will outlive the robuster characters of a hundred prudes. 

Sir B. true, niad«^m, — there are valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as constitution; who, being conscious 
of their weak part , avoid the least breath of air , and sup- 
ply their want of stamina by care and circumspection. 

Mrs, C. Well, but this may be all a mistake. You 
know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumstances often gi- 
ve rise to the most injurious tales. 

Crab. |That they do, I'll be sworn , ma'am. — Did you 
ever hear how Miss Piper came to lose her lover and her 
character last summeratTunbridge? — Sir Benjamiu, you- 
remember it? 

Si^ B. Oh, to.be sure! — ^ihe most whimsical circum- 
stance. 

Lady S. How was it, pray? 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Mrs. Ponio's assembly , the 
conversation happened to turn on the breeding Nova Sco- 
tia sheep in this country. Says a young lady in com<pany, 
I have known instances of it — for Miss LetUia Piper, a 
first cousin of mine , had a. Nova Scotia sheep that produ- 
ced her twins. — ^What! cries the lady dowagpr Dundizzy 
(who you know is as deaf as a post).,* has Miss Piper had 
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FOR SCAKUAL. 17 

twins? — ^This mistake, as you may imagine, threw the who' 
le compaay into a fit of laughter. However, 'twas the next 
day every where reported , and in a few days beKeved 
by the whole town , that Miss Letitia Piper had actually 
been brought to bed of a fine boy and a girl ; and in less 
than a week there were some people who could name the 
father, and the farm-house where the babies were put to 
nurse. 

Lady S. Strange, indeed? 

Crae. Matter of fact, I assure you. — [^Crosses to Sm^ 
face."] — lud ! Mr. Surface , pray is it true that your un- 
cle , Sir Oliver , is coming home ? 

Joseph S. (b.) Not that I know of, indeed, sir. 

Crab. [l. of Joseph."] He has been in the East Indies a 
long time. You can scarcely remember him , I believe? — 
Sad comfort whenever he returns , to hear how your bro- 
ther has gone on ! 

Joseph S. Charles has been imprudent , sir , to be sure ; 
but I hope no busy people have already prejudiced Sir 
Oliver against him. He may reform. 

Sir B. To be sure he may : for my part , I never belie- 
ved him to be so utterly void of principle as people say ; 
and though he has lost all his friends , I am told nobody 
is better spoken of by the Jews. ' 

Crab. That's true , egad, nephew. If the Old Jewry was 
a ward, I believe Charles would be au alderman ; — ho 
man more popular there, 'fore Gad ! I hear he pays as 
many annuities as the Irish tontine ; and that whe^iever 
he is sick, they have prayers for the recovery of his health 
in all their synagogues. 

Sir B. Vet no man lives in greater splendour. They tell 
me , when he entertains his friends he will sit down to 
dinner with a dozen of his own securities ; have a score of 
tradesmen waiting in the antechamber , and an officer be- 
hind every guest's chair. 

Joseph S. This may be entertainment to you, gentlemen, 
but you pay very little regard to the feeHngs of a brother. 

Maria. Their malice is intolerable. ICrosses l.] Lady 
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Sneerwell, I must wish you a good moniiog : I'm not 
very well . [MxU Maria , i . 

Mrs. C. dear! she changes colour very much. 

Lady S. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her : she may want 
your assistance. 

Mrs. C. That I will , with all my soul , ma'am. — Poor 
clear girl , who knows what her situation may be ! 

\_Exil Mrs. Candour , i. 

Lady S. 'Twas nothing but that she could not bear to 
hear Charles reflected on, notwithstanding their diffe- 
rence. 

Sir B. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab. But Benjamin, you must not give up the pursuit 
for that : follow her, and put her into good humour. Repeat 
her some of your own verses. Como , I'll assist you. 

Sir B. [Crosses to Surface,"] Mr. Surface, 1 did not mean 
to hurt you; but depend on't your brother is utterly un- 
done. lCrosses,L, 

Crab. \_Crosses to Surface,'] lud, aye! undone as ever 
man was.— Can't raise a guinea! [^Crosses, l. 

Sir B. [Crosses to Surface.] And every thing sold, I'm 
told, that was moveable. — [Crosses, l. 

Crab. [Crosses, c] I have seen one that was at his hou- 
se. — Not a thing left but some empty bottles that were 
overlooked, and the family pictures , which 1 believe are 
framed in the wainscots — [Crosses , l , 

Sir B. [Crosses f c] And I'm very sorry , also , to hear 
some bad stories against him. [Going , l« 

CiuB. Oh ! he has done many mean things, that's certain. 

Sir B. But, however , as he is your brother 

[Going , l. 

Crab. We'll tell you all another opportunity. 

[Exemt Crabtree and Sir Benjamin, l. 

Lady S. Ha! ha! 'lis very hard for them to leave a sub- 
ject they have not quite run down. 

Joseph S. And I believe the abuse was no more accep- 
table to your ladyship than Maria. 

Lady S. I doubt her affections are further engaged than 
we imagine. But the family are to be here this evening , 
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SO you may as well dine wb«re you are , and we shall have 
an opportunity of obsemng farther ; in the meaiitiine , Til 
go and plot mischief , and you shall study sentiment. 

[Exeunt^ r. 

SCENE n.—Sir Peter*8 House. 

Enter Sir Peter, l. 

Sir p. When an old bachelor marries a young wife , 
what is he to expect? Tis now six months since Lady 
Teazle made me the happiest of men — and I have been 
the most miserable dog ever since. We'tift a little going 
to church, and came to a quarrel before the bells had 
done ringing. I was more than once nearly choked }ivith 
gall during the honeymoon , and had lost all comfort in 
life before my friends had done wishing me joy. Yetl chose 
with caution — a girl bred wholly in the country, who never 
knew luxury beyond one silk gown, nor dissipation above 
the annual gala of a race ball. Yet she now plays her part 
in all the extravagant fopperies of fashion and the town , 
with as ready a grace as if she bad never seen a bush or a 
grass-plot out of Grosvenor Square ! I am sneered at by 
all my acquaintance ; and paragraphed in the newspapers. 
She dissipates my fortune, and contradicts all my hu- 
mours ; yet , the worst of it is , 1 doubt I love her , or J 
should never bear all this. However, I'll never be weak 
enough to own it. 

Enter Rowley, r. 

Rowley. 0! Sir Peter, your servant : how is it with 
you, sir? 

Sui P. (l.) Very bad , master Rowley , very bad I meet 
with nothing but crosses and vexatious. 

Rowley, (r.) What can have happened since yesterday? 

Sir P. a good question to a married man! 

Rowley. Nay , I'm sure. Sir Peter, your lady cannot be 
the cause of your uneasiness. 

Sir p. Why , hasany body told you she was dead? 
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Rowley. Gome, come, Sir Peter , you love her, notwilh- 
standiug your tempers don't exactly agree. 

Sir p. But the fault is entirely hers, master Rowley, f 
am, myself, the sweetest tempered man alive, and hate a 
teazing temper : and so I tell her a hundred times a day. 

Rowley. Indeed ! 

Sir. p. Ay! and what is very e^^traordinary, in all our 
disputes she is always in the wrong ! But Lady Sneerwell, 
and the set she meets at her house , encourage the per- 
verseness of her disposition. Then , to complete my vexa- 
tion , Maria, my ward, whom I ought to have the power 
of a father oyer , is determined to turn rebel too, and ab- 
solutely refuses the man whom I have long resolved on 
for her husband ; meaning , I suppose , to bestow herself 
on his profligate brother. 

Rowley. You know, sir, I have always taken the liberty 
%o differ with you on the subject of these two young gen- 
tlemen. I only wish you may not be deceived in your opi- 
nion ef the elder. For Charles , my life on*t! he will re- 
trieve his errors yet. Their worthy father, once my. ho- 
noured master, was, at his years , nearly as wild a spark; 
vet , when he died^ l^e did not leave a more benevolent 
heart to lament his loss. 

Sir p. You are wrong. Master Rowley. On their father's 
death, you know ; I acted as a kind of guardian to them 
both , till their uncle Sir Oliver's eastern Iberality gave 
them an early independence : of course, no person could 
have more opportunities of judging of their hearts, and 
I was never mistaken in my life. Joseph is indeed a mo- 
del for the young men of the age. He is a man of senti- 
ment, and acts up to the sentiments he professes ; but for 
the other , take my word for'l, if he had any guain of vir- . 
tue by descent, he has dissipated it with the rest of his 
inheritance. Ah ! my old friend , Sir Oliver, will be deeply 
morliCed when he finds how part of his bounty has been, 
misapplied. 
y Rowley. I am sorry to find you so violent again^ the 
young man, because this may be the mosl critical period of 
his fortune. I came hither with news thai will surpriseyou. 
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SiaP. What! Ut me hear. 

Rowley. Sir Oliver is arrived , and at this moment in 
town. 

Sm P. How ! you astonish me! I thought you did not 
expect him this month. 

Rowley. I did not^ but his passage has been remarka- 
bly quick. 

Sir p. Egad, I shall rejoice to see my old friend. 'Tis 
sixteen years since we met. — ^We have had many a day 
together : — but does he still enjoin us not to inform his 
nephews of his arrival ? 

Rowley. Most strictly. He means, before it is known, 
to make some trial of their dispositions. 

Sir p. Ah! there needs no art to discover their merits 
— however, he shall have his way : but, pray, does he 
know I am married? - 

Rowley. Yes, and will soon wish you j«y. 

Sir p. What, as we drink health to a friend in a con^ 
sumption. Ah! Oliver will laugh at me. We used to rail at 
patrimony together ; but he has been steady to his text. 
Well, he must be at my house, though! — I'll instantly 
give orders for his reception. But, master Rowley, don't 
drop a word that Lady Teazle and I ever disagree. 

Rowley. By no means. 

Sir p. For I should never be able to stand Noll's jokes ; 
so I'd have him think. Lord forgive me! that we are a 
very happy couple. 

Rowley. I understand you: — but then you must be very 
careful not to differ while he is in the house with you. 

Sir p. Egad, and so we must — and that's impossible. 
Ah! master Rowley, when an old bachelor marries a 
young wife , he deserves — no — the crime carries its pu- 
nishment along with it. 

[^Exeiint Rowley <, r. Sir Peter , l. 
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ACT IL 

SCENE l.—Sir Peter's House 
Entet Lady Teazle and Sir Peter, i. 

Sir P* Lady Teatle, Lady Teazle, Y\\ not bear it! 

Lady T. (r.) Sir Peter, Peter, you may bear it or not , 
as yon please; but I ought to hare my own way in eijfry ' 
thing ; and what*s more, 1 will too. What, though I was 
educated in the country , I know very well that women 
of fashion in London are accountable to nobody after 
they are married. 

Sir. p. (l.) Very well, ma*am , very well; — so a hus* 
band is to have no influence , no authority? 

Lady T. Authority! No, to be sure: — if you wanted 
authority over me, you should have adopted me, and not 
married me : I am sure you were old enough. 

Sir p. Old enough! — ay— there it is. Well, well. Lady 
Teazle , though my life may be made unhappy by your 
temper, 1*11 not be ruined By your extravagance. 

Lady T. My extravagance ! Tm sure I'm not more ex- 
travagant than a woman of fashion ought to be. 

Sir p. No,' no, madam , you shall throw away no more 
sums on such unmeaning luxury. 'Slife ! to spend as much 
to furnish your dressing-room with flowers in winter as 
would suffice to turn the Pantheon into a green-house, and 
give a fSte champ^tre at Christmas. 

Lady E. Lord , Sir Peter , am I to blame , because flo- 
wers are dear in cold weather? You should find fault with 
the climate , and not with me. For my part, Tm sure, I 
wish it was spring all the year round, and that roses grew 
un4er our feet! 

Sm P. Oons! madam — if you had been bom to this , 1 
shouldn't wonder at your talking thus; but you forget what 
your situation was when 1 married you. 

Lady tr^o; no, I don't; 'twas a very disagreeable one, 
or I should never have married you. 

Sir p. Yes, jes , madam , you were then in somewhat a 
humbler style •.' — the daughter of a plain country squire. 
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Recollect, Lady Teazle, when I saw yba first sitting at your , 
tambour, in a pretty figured linen gown, with a^uuch of 
keys at your side ; your hair combed smooth ovei a roll, 
and your apartment hung round wilh fruits in worStfed,of 
your own working. 

Lady T. 0, yes ! I remember it tery well, and a cuijouA 
life I led. — My daily occupation to inspect the dairy , su- 
perintend the poultry , inake extracts from the family Ve- 
cfipl book) — and comb my aunt Deborah's lap-dog. 

Sir p. Yes, yes, ma'am, 'twas so indeed. * 

Lam T. And then, you know, my evening amusementsl 
To draw patterns for ruffes, which I had not materials .fo 
make up ; to play Pope Joan with the curate , to read a 
notel to my aunt ; or to be stuck down to an old spinet 
to strum my father to sleep after a fox-chase. 

^Crosses, h. 

Sir p. (r.) 1 am glad you have so good a memory. Yes, 
madam, these were the recreations I look you from; but 
' now you must have your coach — vis-A-vis — and three 
powdered footmen before your chair; and, in the sum- 
mer, a pair of white cats to draw you to Kensington-gar- 
dens. No recollection , I suppose , when you were con- 
tent to ride double, behind the butler, on a dock'd 
coach-horse. 

Lady T. (l.) No — I swear I never did that : 1 deny the 
butler and the coach-horse. 

Sir p. This, madam, was your situation ; and what have 
I done for you? I have made you a woman of fashion , of 
fortune, of rank; in short, I have made you my wife. 

Lady T. Well^ then,— *and there is but one tfiing more 
you can make me to add to the obligation, and that is 

Sir p. My widow , I suppose ? 

Lady T. Hem ! hem ! 

Sir p. I thank you, madam — but d<m*t flatter yourself; 
for though your ill conducfmay disturb my peace of mind, 
it shall never break my heart, I promise you : however , I 
am equally obliged to you for the hint. ^Crosses , l . 

Law T. (r.) Then why will you endeavour to make 
yourself so disagreeable to me , and thwart me in every 
little elegant expense ? 
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\ '^ P» M 'Slife , madam , I say , bad you any o these 
' ;e elqgant expenses when you married me? 
^IadyT. Lud, Sir Peter I would you have me be out ot 
/nefas6ion? 
/ Si»P. The fashion , indeed ! What bad you to do with 
. / the ftshion before you married me? 
y Iady T. For my part, I should think you would like lo 

J hare your wife thought a woman of taste, 

t Sir p. Ay— there again—taste— Zounds ? madam , you 

t had no taste when- you married me! 

; Lady. T. That's very true , indeed , Sir Peter ; and after 

\ Jiaving married you, I should never pretend to taste again , 
j I allow. But now , Sir Peter, since we have finished our 
/ daily jangle, I presume I may go lo my engagement at Lady 

} Sneerwell's. 

Sir P. Ay, there's another precious circumstance — a 
charming set of acquaintance you have made there. 

LadyT. Nay, Sir Peter, they are all people of rank and 
fortune , an remarkably tenacious of reputation. 

Sm P. Yes, egad, they are tenacious of reputation with 
a vengeance ; for they don't choose any body should have 
a character but themselves ! — Such a crew ! Ah ! many a 
wretch has rid on a hurdle who has done less mischief 
than these ulterers of forged tales, coiners of scandal, and 
clippers of reputation. 

Lady T. What! would you restrain the freedom of 
ppeech! 

Sir p. Ah ! they have made you just as bad as any one 
of the society. 

Lady T. Why, I believe I do betir a part with a tolera- 
ble grace. 

Sir p. Grace indeed! 

Lady T. But I know I bear no malice against the people 
I abuse. — When I say an ill-natured thing, 'lis out of pure ' 
good humour: and I take it for granted, they deal exactly 
in the same manner with me. But, Sir Peter, you know 
you promised to come to Lady Sneerwell's too. 

Sir p. Well, well, I'll call in just to look after my own 
character. I 
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Lady T. Then indeed you must make haste ik^r me , 
or you'll be loo late. So , good bye to ye. , 

Sia P. So — I have gain'cl much by my intended ev|os- 
tulation : yet , with what a chartnic^ air she contradit^s 
every thing I say, and how pleasingly she shows her cods 
tempt for my authority ! Well , though I can't make her 
love me , there is great satisfaction in ^quarrelling with 
her: ^nd I think she never appears to such advantage as 
when she is doing everything in her power to plague me. 

Exitf L. 

SCEISE n. — Lady Sneerwelts House, — Company sifting ai 
the back of the stage ai Card Tables, 

Lady Sneerwell , Mrs. Cakdocr , Crabtree , Sir Bemjamoi 
Backbite , and Joseph Surface , discovered; Servants at- 
tending with Teat ^ic. 

Lady S. (l.) Nay, positively, we will hear it. 

Joseph S. Yes, yes, the epigram , by all means. 

Sir B. plague on't , uncle I 'tis more nonsense. 

Crab. No, No; *foie Gad, very clever for an extem- 
pore! 

Sir B. (r. c.) But, ladies, you should bo acquainted 
with the circumstance. You must know, that' one day last 
week, as Lady Betty Curricle was taking the dust in Hyde 
Park , in a dort of duodecimo phaeton , she desired me to 
write some verses on her ponies ; upon which I took out 
my pocket-book, and in one moment produced the folio* 
wing. 

Sure never were seen two such beautiful ponies; 

Other horses are clowns, but these macaronies : 

To give them this title I'm sure is not wrong , 

Their legs are so slim , and their tails are so long. 

Crab. There, ladies, done in the smack of a whip, and 
on horseback too. 

Joseph S. (r.) A very Phoebus , mounted — indeed , Sir 
Benjamin. 

Sir B. dear , sir ! trifles — trifles. 
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J^nteivlAARU and Lady Teazle, l. 

Mi6. 0. I must have a copy. 

Zu\Dy S. Lady Teazle, I hope we shall see Sir Peter? 

Lady T. I believe he'll wait on your ladyship presently. 

Lady S. Maria, my dear, you look grave. Come , you 
shall sit dowu to piquet with Mr. Surface. 

Maria. I take very tittle pleasure in cards, however, 
I'll da as your ladyship pleases. 

{ Retires up centre, with Lady Sneerwetl and Sttrface, ] 

Lady T. I am surprised Mr. Surface should sit down 
with her ; I thought he would have embraced this oppor- 
tunity of speaking to rae , before Sir Peter came. [Aside, 

Mrs. C. [ They all advance. ] Now , Til die , but you 
are so scandalous , Til forswear your society. 

Lady 1*. What-s the matter , Mrs. Candour? 

Mrs. C. They'll not allow our friend Miss Vermillion 
%o be handsome. 

Lady S. [ Comes down , l. ] 0, surely , she is a pretty 
woman. 

Crab. I am very glad you think so , ma'am. 

Mrs. C. She has a charming fresh colour. 

Lady T. [ Crosses , c. ] Yes , when it is fresh put on. 

Mrs. C. fie ! Til swear her colour is natural : I have 
seen it come and go. 

Lady T. I dare swear you have , ma'am : it goes off at 
night, and comes again in the morning. 
y Mrs. C. Ha ! ha ! ha ! how I hate to hear you talk so ! 
But surely now, her sister is , or was, very handsome. 

Crab. Who? Mrs. Evergreen ? Lord ! she's six and 
fifty if she's an hour ! 

Mrs. C. Now positively you wrong her ; fifty-two or fifty- 
three is the utmost, and I don't think she looks more. 

S*R B. (r.c.) Ah! there's no judging by her looks, un- 
less one coidd see her face. 

Lady S. (l. ) Well , well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take 
some pains to repair the ravages of time , you must allow 
she effects it with great in genuity^-afkl, surely that's bet- 
ter than the careless manner in which the widow Ochre 
caulks her wrinkles. 
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SmiB. Nay, nftw, Lady Saeerwell, you are severdiiipon 
the widow. Cono^e , come , 'tis not that she paints so Ml — 
but when she has finished her face , she joins it on k> 
badly to her ueck , th«^t she looks like a mended statue ». 
in which the connoisseur may see at once tliat the head 
is modern , though the trunk^s antique. 

Crab. Ha! ha! ha! Well said, nephew! 

[ Semants give the Characters coffee , etc and wait behind^ 

Mrs. t. Ha ! ha < ha ! Well , you make me laugh ; but 
I vow I hale you for it. What do you thiuk of Miss Sim- 
per? 

Sir B. Why she has very pretty teeth. 

Lady T: Yes , and on tliat account , when she is nei* 
ther speaking or laughing ( which very seldom happens ), 
she never absolutely shuts her mouth , but leaves it aU 
vays on a jar , as it were^ — thus. [ Shows her teethe 

Mrs. C. How can you be so ill-natured? 

Lady T. Nay , I allow eyen that's better llian the pains 
Mrs. Prim takes to ponceal her losses in front. She draws 
ber mouth till it positively resembles the aperture of a 
poor's bo!^ 5 and all her words appear to slide out edge- 
wise, as it were, — thus — ffow do you do , mada^m? Yes^ 
Viadam^ * [ Mimics, 

Lady S. Very well , Lady Teazle ; I see you can be a 
Uttle severe. 

Lady T. In defence of a friend it is but justice. But here 
pomes Sir Peter to spoil our pleasantry. 

[ Crosses to Sir Benjamn, 

1/^ Enter Sir Pbt^ Teazle, l. 

S^R p. Ladies, your most obedient. Mercy on me! 
here's the whole set! a character dead at every word, I 
suppose. [Aside^ 

Mrs. C, I am rejoiced you are come , Sir Peter. They 
have been so censorious — iheyHl allow good qualities ip 
nobody, 

Sir p. That must be very distressing to you , indeed , 
Mrs. Candour. 

Mrs. C, Not even good nature to our friend Mrs. Pursy, 
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Laiy T. What , the fat dowager who was at Mrs. Qua- 
driWes , last night? 

Mrs. C. Nay, but her bulk is her misfortune ; and when 
she takes such pains on her. 

Lady S. That's very true , indeed. 

Lady T. Yes , I know she almost lives on acids and small 
whey; laces herself by pulties, and often in the hottest 
noon in summer, you may see her on a little squat ponoy , 
with her hair plaited up behind like a drummer's , and 
puffing round the Ring on a full trot. 

Mrs. C. I thank you, Lady Treazle, for defending her. 

Sir p. Yes , a good defence , truly ! 

Mrs. C. But,' Sir Benjamin is as censorious as Miss 
Sallow. 

Grab. Yes, and she is a curious being to pretend to be 
censorious — an awkward grawky, without any one good 
point under heaven. 

Mrs. C. Positively, you shall not be so very severe. 
Miss Sallow is a near relation of mine by marriaee , and 
as for her person 1 great allowance is to be made Ifor , let 
me tell you , a wonran labours under many disairvantages 
who tries to pass for a girl at six and thirty. 

Lady S. Though , surely , she is handsome still — and for 
the weakness in her eyes , considering how much she reads 
by candlelight , it is not to be wondered at. 

Mrs. C. True , and then as to her manner; upon my 
word, I think it is particularly graceful, considering she 
never had the least education : for you know her mother 
was a Welsh milliner , «ind her father a sugar-baker at 
Bristol. 

Sir B. Ah ! you are both of you too good-natured ! 
> Sir p. Yes, damned. good-natured! This their own re- 
lation ! mercy on me ! [Aside. 

SirB. And Mrs. Candour is of so moral a turn. 

Mrs. C. Well » 1 will never join in ridiculing a friend ; 
and so Tconstanlly Icll my cousin Ogle; and you all know 
what pretensions she has to be critical on beauty. 

Crab. to be sure ! she has herself the oddest counte- 
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nance that ever was seen , 'tis a collection af fevtures 
from all the differenl counlries of the globe. 

SirB. So she has, indeed— an Irish front — '■ 

Crab. Caledonian locks — . 

Sir B. Dutch nose — 

Crab. Austrian lips — 

Sir B. Complexion of a Spaniard — 

Crab. And teeth d la Chinois—^ 

Sir B. In short, her face resembles a table d'h0le at Spa 
— where no two giiests are of a nation — 

Crab. Or a congress at the close of a general war — ' 
wherein all the members, even to her eyes, appear to 
have a different interest, and her nose and chin are the 
only parties likely to join issue. 

Mrs. C. Ha! ha I ha! ' 

Sir p. Mercy on my life ! — a person ihey diiie- w th 
twice a week. [Aside, 

Mrs. G. Nay , but I vow you shall not carry llie laugh off 
so — for, give me leave to say, that Mrs. Ogle — 

Sir p. [Crosses to Mrs. Candour.] Madani^, madam , I 
beg your pardon — there's no stopping tliese good gentle- 
men's tongues. But when I' tell you , Mrs. Candour , that 
the lady they are abusing is a particular friend of mine, I 
hope you'll not take her part. [Mrs. Candour turns up stage. 

Lady S. Ha! ha! ha! Well said. Sir Peter! but you 
are a cruel creature, — too plWegmatic yourself for a jest, 
and too peevish to allow wit in others. 

Sir P. Ah ! madam,, true wit is more nearly allied to 
good-nature than your ladyship is aware of. 

Lady T. True , Sir Peter ; I believe they are so near 
akin that they can never be united. 

Sir B. Or rather, suppose them man and wife , because 
one so seldom sees them together. 

Lady T. But Sir Peter is such an enemy to scandal , % 
hBlieve he would have it put down by parliament. 

Sir p. 'Fore heaven , madam , if they were to consid'er 
the sporting with reputation of as much iiflportance as 
poaching on manors, and pass an act far the preservation 
of fame, as well as game, I believe nmny would thr)- ' 
ihem for the bill. ,^^, ,^ Google 
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^ LvT S. Lud ! Sir Peter , would you depipive oft of our 
pririlegcs? 

Sir p. Ay , notadam ; and then do person should be per^ 
mitted to kill characters and run down reputations , but 
qualified old maids and disappointed widows^ 

Lady S. Go , you monster ! 

Mrs. C. But, surely, you would not be c|uile so severe 
on those who only report what they hear ? 

Sir p. Yes , madam , I would have law merchant for 
them too ; aud in all cases of slander currency , whenever 
the drawer of the lie was not to be found , the injured par- 
ties should have a right to come on any of the indorsers, 
[ Servant enters l. and whispers Sir Peter, 

Grab. Well, for n^y part, I believe there never was s^ 
scandalous tale without some foundation. 

Lady S. Come, ladies, shall we sit down to cards in 
the next room ? 

Sir P, [To the Servant,] Til be with them directly. — , 
ril get away unper<yived. [Apart,] [E:;cil Seiwant , l^ 

Lady S. Sir Peter , you arc not going to leave us ? 

S^ P. Your ladyship must excuse me; Tin called away 
by particular business. But I leave my character behind 
me, [E^t Sir Peter , i... 

Sm B. Well — certainly , Lady Teazle , that lord of yours 
is a strange being : I could tell you some stories of hin^ 
would make you laugh heai'tily, if he were not your 
husband. 

Lady T. 0, pray don't mind that; — why don't you? — 
come, do let's hear them. [Joins the rest of the compagnt^ 
going into the next room l. u. e. Surface and Maria advance. 

JosErn S. Maria, I see you have no satisfaction in this 
society. 

Maru. (l.) How is it possibile I should ? — If to raise 
malicious smiles at the infirmities or misfortunes of those 
who have never injured us , be the province of wit or hu- 
mour. Heaven grant me a double portion of dulness! 

Joseph S. (r.) Yet they appear more ill-natured than 
thez are , — they have no malice at heart. 

Maru. Then is their conduct still more contempMble > 
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for 9 in my opiaion , nothiog could excuse the iotempw 
ranee of their tongues, but a naturs^i and unconlrolhibU 
)>ittemess of mind^ 

JosBP^ s* But can you , Maria , feel thus for others , and 
be unkind to me alone ?^- Is hope to be denied the ten- 
derest passion ? 

MAR^, Why win you distress me by renewing this sub- 
ject? 

Joseph S. Ah , Maria^ ! you would not Ireat me thus , and 
oppose your guardian , Sir Peter's will , but that I see thai 
profligate Charles is still a favoured rival, 

Maria, Ungenerously urged! — But whatever my senti- 
ments are for that unfortunate young man , be assured I 
shall not feel more bound to give him up , because his dis- 
tresses have lost hin^ the regard even of a brother. 

[Crosses, r, 

Joseph S. (l.) Nay, but Maria j do not leave me with a 
frown: by all that's honest, 1 swear. Gad's life, here's 
Lady Teazle! — [Aside.] — You must not — no, you shall no| 
— for 9 though Ihave the greatest regard for Lady Teazle — 

Maria. Lady Teazle ! 

Joseph S. Yet, were Sir Peter to suspect — 
Enter Lady Teazle, l. y. e. and comes forward y c. 

Lady T. What is this, pray? Does he tdke her for me? 
— Child, you are wanted in the next room. — [Exit Maria, 
L, u. E.] — What is all this, pray? 

Joseph S. (l.) , the most unlucky circumstance in na- 
ture ! Maria has somehow suspected the t^der concern I 
have for your happiness , and threatened to acquaint Sir 
Peter with her suspicions , and I was just endeavouring 
to reason with her when you came in. 

Lady T. Indeed! but you seemed to adopt a very tender 
^aethod of reasoning — do you usually argue on your knees? 

Joseph S. 0, she'« a child, and I thought a little bombast 
•: — But, Lady Teazle, when are you to giye me your judg- 
ment on my library, as you promised.-' 

Lady T. No, no; I begin to think it would be impru- 
dent , and you know I admit you as a loyer no farther than 
f^ishion requires^ 
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/ IbsEPu S. True — a mere platonic cicisbeo — what eveiy 
LonAon wife- is entitled to-. 

L\DY T. Certainly, one must not be out of the fashion. 
However , I have so many of ray country prejudices left , 
that, though Sir Peter's ill-humour may vex me ever so , 
it never shall provoke me to — 

Joseph S. The only revenge in your power. Well — I 
applaud your moderation. 

Lady T. Go— you are an insinuating wretch. [Crosses^ 
L.] — ^But we shall be missed — let us join the company. 

Joseph S. But we had best- not return together. ; < 

Lady T. Well— -don't slay; for Maria sha'n't come to 
hear any more of your reasoning , I promise you. 

[Exit Lady Teazle , l, u. e. 

Joseph S. A curious dilemma, truly, my politics have 
run me into! 1 wanted, at first, only to ingratiate myself 
with Lady Teazle , that she might not be my enemy with 
Maria ; and I have , I don't know how, bev^.ome her serious 
tover. Sincerely , I begin to wish I had never made such a 
point of gaining so ve^ good a character , for it has led me 
into so many damn'd rogueries, that I doubt I shall be ex- 
posed at last, f^xii, R. 

SCENE ni.— 5ir Peter Teazle*^, 

Eh$er Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley l. 

Shi O. (r.) 5a! ba! ha! So my old friend is married, 
hey?«— a young wife out of the country, — Ha! ha! ha, 
That he should have stood bluff to old bachelor so long , 
and sink into a husband at last. 

Row. (l.) But you must not rally him on the subject , 
Sir Oliver i 'tis a tender point, I assure you , though he 
has been married only seven months. 

Sir 0-. Then he has been just half a year on the stool of 
repentance! — Poor Peter! — But you say he has entirely 
given up Charles , — never sees him , hey ? 

Row. His prejudice against him is astonishing , and 1 am 
sure, greatly increased by a jealousy of him with Lady 
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Teazle , which he has been industriously led into by \ 
scandalous society in the neighbourhood, who have con- 
tributed not a little to Charle's ill name. Whereas, the 
truth is, I believe , if the lady is partial to either of them , 
bis brother is the favourite. 

Sir 0. (r.) Ay, I know there are a set of ipalicious , 
pratingprudent grossips , both male and female , who mur- 
der characters to kill time; and will rob a young fellow 
of his good name, before he has years to know the value 
of it. — But I am not to be prejudiced against my nephew 
by such , I promise you. — No , no , — if Charles has ddne 
nothing false or mean., I shall compound for his extra- 
vagance. 

Row (l"). Then, my life on't, you will reclaim him 

' Ah, sir ! it gives me new life lo find that your heart is 

not turned against him; and that the son of my good old 
master has one friend, however , left. 

SirO. What, shall I forget. Master Rowley, when I was 
at his years myself? — Egad , my brother and I were neither 
of us very prudent youths j and yet, 1 believe, you have 
not seen many belter men than your old iiuister was. 

Row. Sir , 'tis this retlection gives me asssurance that 
Charles may yet be a credit to his family. — But here co- 
mes Sir Peter. [Goes a little up. 

Sir 0. Egad , so he does. — Mercy on me! — he's greatly 
altered — and seems to have a,settled married look! Onp 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle , r. 

Sir p. (r-) Hah ! Sir Oliver— my old Mend ! Welcome 
lo England a thousand times! 

Sir 0. (c.) Thank you — thank you. Sir Peter! and 
'faith 1 am glad to find you w«ll, believe me. 

Sir p. (r.) Oh ! 'tis a long time since we met — fifteen 
years, 1 doubt, Sir Oliver, and many a cross accident in 
the lime. 

Sir 0. Ay , T have had my share. — But, what \ I find you 
are married , hey, my old boy ? — Well, well — it can't be 
helped — and so — I wish you joy with all my heart. 

Sir p. Thank you , thank you , Sir Oliver. — Yes , 1 have 
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filtered into — Ibe happy stale ;-^but we'll not talk of that 
now. 

Sir 0. True , true , Sir Peter ; old friends should not be^ 
gin on grievances at first meeting — no, no, no. — 

Row. (l.) Take care, pray, sir. — 
, Sir 0. Well — so one of my nephews is a wild rogue , I 
find, hey? 

Sir p. Wild ! — Ah ! my old friend , I grieve for your dis- 
appointment there ; he*s a lost young man , indeed. How- 
ever, his brother will make you amends; Joseph is, in- 
deed, what a youth should be. Every body in the world 
spes^ks well of him. 

Sir 0. I am sorry to hear it; he h&s too good a charac- 
ter to be an honest fellow. Every body speaks well of 
him! — Pshaw! then he has bowed as low to knaves and 
fools as to the honest dignity of genius and virtue. 

Sir p. What , Sir Oliver ! do you blame him for no| 
making enemies ? 

Sir 0. Yes , if he has merit enough to deserve ihem^ 

Sir p. Well, well — you'll be convinced when you knaw 
him. *Tis edificditioii to hear him converse , he professes 
the noblest sentiments. 

Sir 0. Oh! plague of his sentiments! If he salutes n^e 
with a scrap of morality in his mouth , I shall be sick di- 
rectly. — But, however, don't mistake me. Sir Peter;, I 
dea't mean to defend Charles's errors : but before I forn^ 
my judgment of either of them , I intend to make a trial of 
their hearts ; and my friend Rowley and I have planned 
something for the purpose, 

Rou. And Sir Peter shall own for once he h£^ been mis- 
taken. 

Sir p. Oh ! my life on Joseph's honour. 

Sir 0, Well — come , give us a bottle of good wine , an<t 
we'll drink the lads' health , and tell you our scheme. 

[Crosses^ r. 

Sir p. Allans then! 

Sir 0. And don't. Sir Peter, be so severe against your 
old friend's son. Odds my life ! I am not sorry that he 
has run out of the course a Utile : for my part , I hate to 
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sec prudence clinging to the green suckers of youth ; 'tis 
like iyy round a sapling, and spoils the growth of the 
tree. [ Exeunt , a. 

ACT UL 

SCEI<E I. — Sir Peter Teazle's. 

Enter Sir Oliver Svrfacx , Sm Petsr Teazle , and 
Rowley , u. 

Sir p. (c.) Well , *hen , we will sec this fellow first , 
and hatve our wine afterwards : — but how is this, master 

Sir p. (c.) Well, then, we will see this fellow first, and 
have our wine afterwards : — but how is this, master Row- 
ley ? I don't see the jet of your scheme. 

Row. (r.) Why, sir, this Mr. Stanley, whom I was 
speaking of, is nearly related to them by their mother. 
He was once a merchant in Dublin , but has been ruined 
by a series of undeserved misfortnes. He has applied , by 
letter, since his confinement, both to Mr. Surface and 
Charles; from the former he has received nothing but 
evasive promises of future service , while Charles has done 
all that his extravagance has left him power to do ; and he 
is, at this time, endeavouring to raise a sum of money, part 
of which , in the midst of his own distresses , I know he in- 
tends for the service of poor Stanley. 

Sir O. (l.) Ah ! he is my brother'^ son. 

Sir p. Well , but how is Sir Oliver personally to — 

Row. Why, sir I will inform Charles and hi* brother, 
that Stanley has obtained permission to apply personally 
to his friends, and as they have neither of them ever seen 
him , let Sir Oliver assume his character, and he will have 
a fair opportunity of judging , at least, <^ the bett^vblencer 
of their dispositions ; and believe me , sir, you will find 
in the youngest brother , one, who, in the midst of folly 
and dissipation , has still , as our immortal bard expressed 
it, — « a heart to pity. And a hand, open as day, for mel- 
ting charily. » 

SfR P* Pshaw ! What signifies his having aft open hand 
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or purse either , when he has nothing left to give ? Well , 
well — make the trial, if jou please. But where is the fel- 
low whom jou brought for Sir Oliver to examine , relative 
to Charles's affairs? 

Row* Below 9 Waiting his commands , and no one can 
give him better intelligence. This , Sir Oliver , is a friendly 
Jew , who , tO'<lo him justice , has-done every thing in l^is 
power to bring your nephew to a proper sense of his ex- 
travagance. 
m. Sir P« Pray let us have him in. 

Row. Desire ]fr. Hoses to walk up stairs. 

SirP. But, pray, why should you suppose he will speak 
the truth? 

Row. Oh ! T have convinced him that he Jias no chan- 
ce of recovering certain sums advanced to Charles , but 
thrbi^hthe bounty of Sir Oliver , who he knows is arri- 
ved; «o that you may depend on his fidelity -to his owa 
interests : I have also another evidence in my power , one 
Snake , whom I have detected in a matter little short of 
forgery, and shall shortly produce to remove some of your 
prejudices, Sir Peter , relative to Charles and Lady Teazle. 

Sut P. I have heard too much on that subject. 

Row. Here comes the honest Israelite. -• 

Enter Moses , r. 

This is Sir Oliver. 

Sir O. Sir, I understand you have lately had great deal- 
ings with my nephew , Charles. 

Moses. [Crosses to Sir O.] Yes, Sir Oliver, I have done 
all I could for him; but he was ruined before he came ta 
me for assistance. 

Sir 0. That was unlucky , truly ; for you have had no 
opportunity of showing your talents. 

Moses. None at all ; I hadn't the pleasure of knowing 
his distresses till he was some thousands worse than no- 
thing. 

. Sir 0. Unfortunate , indeed I— But I suppose you have 
done all in your power for him, hone^ Moses? 

MosBS. Yes , he knows that; — this very evening I was to 
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have brought him a gentleman from the city , who does not 
know him, and will, I beiieye , advance him some money. 

Sir p. What, — one, Charles never had money from be- 
fore? 

Moses. Yes — Mr. Premium, of Crutched Friars, for- 
merly a broker. 

Sir p. Egad, Sir Oliver, a thought strikes mfli — Char- 
les, you say, does not know Mr. Premium ? 

Moses. Not at all. 
■^^ Sir. P. Now then , Sir Oliver , you may have a better op- 
portunity of satisfying yourself than by aft old romancing 
tale of a poor relation : go with my friend Moses , and re- 
present Premium, and then , I'll answer for it, you'll see 
your nephew in all his glory. 

Sir 0. Egad , I like this idea belter than the other , and 
I may visit Joseph afterwards as old Stanley. 

Sir p. True — so you may. 

Row. "Well, ihisis taking Charles rather at a disadvan- 
tage, to be sure; — however, Moses, you understand Sir 
Peter, and will be faithful? 

Moses. You may depend upon me ; {Xoqks at his watch,'] 
this is near the time I was to have gone. [^Crosses h. 

Sir 0. rU accompany you as soon as you please , Moses 

But hold ! 1 have forgot one thing — how the plag^e 

shall I be able to pass for a Jew ? 

Moses. There's no need — the principal is a Christian, 

Sir 0. Is he? I'm very sorry to hear it. But then again, 
an*t I rather too smartly dressed to look like a moneylen- 
der? 

SiA P. Not at all ; 'twould not be out of character, if you 
went in your own carriage , — ^would it, Moses? 

Moses. Not in the least. 

Sir 0. Well — but how must I talk? — there's certainly 
some cant of usury and mode of treating that I ought to 
know. 

Sir P. 0! there's not much to learn. The great point, 
as I take it, is to be exorbitant enough in your demands 
— hey, Moses? 

Moses. Yes, that's a very great point. , , 

2 
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Sm 0>. ril answer for't Til not be wanting in that Til 
ask him eight or ten per cent on the loan at least. 

Moses. If you ask him no more than that, you'll be 
discoYcred immediately. 

Sir O. Hey! — what the plague! — how much then? 

Moses. Tha^ depends upon the circumstances. If he ap- 
pears not-very anxious for the supply, you should requi- 
re only forty or fifty per cent.; but if you find him in 
great distress, and want the monies very bad , you may ask. 
double. • 

SmP.' A good *honest trade you're learning. Sir Oliver! 
— ► Sm O. Truly, Ithink so—and not unprofitable. 

Moses. Then, you know, youhav'n't the monies your- 
self , but are forced to borrow them for him of a friend. 

Sir 0. Oh ! I borrow it of a friend , do I ? 

MosES. Yes; and your friend is an unconscionable dog ; 
but you can't help that. 

Sir 0. My friend an unconscionable dog , is he ? 

MosES. Yes, and he himself has not the monies by him, 
but is forced'to sell stock at a great loss. 

Sir 0. He is forced to sell stock at a great loss , is he? 
Well , that's very kind of him. 

Sir p. I'faith , Sir Oliver — Mr. Premium , I mean, — 
yoif 11 soon be master of the trade. 

Sir 0. Moses shall give me farther instructions as we 
go together, 

SiiR P. You will not have much lime , for your nephew 
lives hard by. 

Sm O. O ! never fear : my tutor appears so able , that 
though Charles lived in the nex street, it must be my own 
fault if I am not a complete rogue before 1 turn the cor- 
ner. [^Exiiunt Sir Oliver Surface and Moses^ h. 

Sir p. So , now, I think Sir Oliver will be convinced : 
you are partial, Rowley; and would have prepared Charles 
for the other plot. 

Row, No, upon my word. Sir Peter. 
Sm P. Well, go bring me this Suake^and Til hear what 
he has to say, presently. — I see Maria, and want to speak 
with her. [Exit Rowley ^ r.] I should be glad to be convin- 
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ced my suspicions of Lady Te^isle and Charles were un- 
just. I have never yet opened my mit»d on this subject to 
my firieod Joseph— I am determined I wiinJ^it — he will 
give me his opinion sincerely. 

Enter Maria, l. 

So, child, lias Mr. Surface returned with you? 

Maria, (l.) No, sir ; he waa-engaged. 

Sir p. (r.) Well , Maria , do yoa mot reflect, tlie more 
you converse ^ilh that amiable young man , >vhat return 
his partiality for you deserves? 

Maria. Indeed, Sir Peter, your frequent importunity on 
this subject distresses me extremely — you compel me to 
declare, that I know no man who has ever paid me a par- 
ticular attention , whom I would not prefer to Mr. Smrface, 
m^ Sir p. So— here's perverseness ! — No, no , Maida, 'tis 
Charles only whom you would prefer. 'Tis evident his 
vices and follies have won your heart. 

Maria, 'This is unkind , sir. You know 1 have obeyed 
you in neither seeing nor corresponding With mm : 1 have 
heard enough to convince me that he is unworthy my re-- 
gard. Yet I cannot think it culpable , if, while my under- 
standing severely condemns his vices , my heart suggests 
some pity for his distresses. 

Sjr p. Well , well , pity him as much as you please ; 
but give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 

Maria. Never to his brother ! [ "Crosses , r. 

Sir P. Go — perverse and obstinate! but take care, ma- 
dam ; you have never yet known what the authority of a 
guardian is : don't compel me to inform you of it. 

Maria. I can only say , you shall not have just reason. 
' Tis true , by my father's will , I am for a short period 
bound to regard you as his substitute : but must cease to 
think you so , when you would compel me to be misera- 
ble. [Exit Maria, ti. 
■ Sir p. Was ever man so crossed as I am ? Every thing 
conspiring to fret me! I had not been involved in matri- 
mony a fortnight , before^ her father , a hale and heart ««* 
man, died, on purpose , I believe, for tlie pleasur ' 



anent 



d by Google 



*® THE SCHOOL 

plaguing me with thecace of his daugliter. [Lady Teazle 
smgs wUhout, ] But J'ore comes my helpmate ! She appears 
in great goo4 humour. How happy I should be if I could 
tease h^r \^^^Q loviug me , though but a little! 

JEnter Lady Teazle , r. 

LadyT. Lud ! Sir Peter, I hop© you havn't been quar- 
relliug with Maria ? It is »oc using me well to be illhu- 
moured when I am "Ot by. 

Sir p. ^) -*!* • ^^^J Teazle , you might have the power 
to jM^Kc me good-humoured at all times. 

Lady T. (r.) I am sure I wish I had ; for I want you to 
be in a charming sweet temper at (his moment. Do be 
good-humoured now , and let me hare two hundred 
pounds, will you? 

Sir p. Two hundred pounds ! What , an*t I to be in a 
good humour without paying for it? But speak to me thus , 
and i'failh there's nothing I could refuse you. You shall 
have it ; [ Gives her notes ] but seal me a bond for the re- 
payment. 
^ Lady T. no — there — my note of hand will do as well. 

[ Offering her hand. 

Sir p. And you shall no longer reproach me with not 
giving you an independent settlement. I mean shortly to 
surprise you : — but shall we always live thus , hey ? 

Lady T. If you please. I'm sure I don't care how soon 
we leave oft quarrelling , provided you'll own you were 
tired first. 

Sir p. Well— then , let our future contest be , who shall 
be most obliging. 

Lady T. I assure you. Sir Peter, good nature becomes 
you — you look now ai* you did before we were married , 
wheu you used to walk with nie under the elms , and tell 
rae stories of what a gallant you were in your youth , and 
chuck me under the chin , you would ; and ask me if I 
thought I could love an old fellow , who would deny me 
nothing — didn't you? 
^ Sir p. Yes , yes, and you were as kind and attentive — 
^ADY T. Ay, so I was, and would always take yowr 
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part , when my acquaintance used to abuse^you » and turn 
you into ridicule. 

Sir P. Indeed! 

Lady T. Ay , and when my cousin Sophy has called yon 
a stiff , pecYish old bachelor , and laughed at me for think- 
log of marrying one who might be my father,! have al- 
ways defended you , and said , I didn't think you so ugly 
by any means. • 

Sir p. Thank you. 

Lady T. And I dared say you*d make a very good sort 
of a husband.. 

Sjr p. And you prophesied right ; and we shall now be 
the happiest couple — 

Lady T. And never differ again ? 

Sir P, No , never ! — Though at the same time , indeed^ 
my dear Lady Teazle , you must watch your temper very 
seriously ; for in all our little quarrels , my dear , if you 
recollect , my love , you always begin first. 

Lady T. I beg your pardon , my dear Sir Peter : indeed, 
you always gave the provocation. 

Sir p. Now see , my angel ! take care — contradicting 
isn't the ^ay to keep friends. 

Lady T. Then don't you begin it , my love ! 

Sir p. There , now ! you — you are going on. You don't 
perceive , my life, that you are just doing the very thing 
which you know always makes meangry. 

Lady T. Nay , you know if you will be angry without 
any reason , my dear — 

S« P. There I now you want to quarrel again. 

Lady T. No , I am sure I don't : —but if you will be so 



Sir p. There now 1 who begins first? 

Lady T. Why you , to be sure. I said nothing ; but the- 
re's no bearing your temper. 

Sir p. No , uo , madam : the fault's in your own temper. 

Lady T. Ay , you are just what my cousin Sophy said 
you would be. 

Sia P. Your cousin Sophy is a forward impertinent 

gipsy. 
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Lady T. You are a great bear. Fin tore , to abuse my 
relations. 

Sir P. Now may all the plagues of marriage be doubled 
on me , if ever I try to be friends with you any more ! 

Lady T. So much the better. 

Sir p. No , no , madam : 'tis evident you nerer cared 
a pin for me , and I was a madman to marry you — a pert, 
rural coquette , that had refused half the honest 'squirea 
in the neighbourhood. 

Lady T. And I am sure I was a fool to marry yon — an 
old dangling bachelor , who was single at fifty , only be- 
cause he never could meet with any one who would have 
him. [Crosses 9 h. 

Sir p. Ay , ay , madam ; but you were pleased enough 
to listen to me : you never had such an offer before. 

Lady T. No ! didn't I refuse Sir Tivy Terrier , who 
every body said would have been a better match ? for his 
estate is just as good as yours, and he has broke his neck 
since we have been married. [ Crosses , r« 

Sir p. (r.) I have done with you , madam I You are an 
unfeeling, ungrateful — but there's an end of every thing. 
I believe you capable of every thing that is bad. — Yes, 
madam , I now believe the reports relative to you and 
Charles, madam. — Yes, madam , you and Charles are — 
not without grounds— 

Lady T. (r.) Take care , Sir Peter! you had better not 
insinuate any such thing ? I'll not be suspected without 
cause, I promise you. 

Sir P. Very well , madam ? very well ? A separate main- 
tenance as soon as you please. Yes , madam , or a di- 
vorce !— ril make an example of myself for the benefit of 
all old bachelors. 

Lady T. Agreed ! agreed ! — And now, my dear Sir Pe- 
ter , we are of a mind once more , we may be the happiest 
conple — and never differ again , you know — ha! ha! ha ! 
Well , you are going to be in a passion , I see , and I shall 
only interrupt you — so , bye — bye. [Exit , a. 

Sm P. Plagues and*t(^ures ! Can't I make her angry 
either ! Oh , I am the most miserable fellow ! but HI not 
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bear her presuming to keep her temper : do ! she may 
break my heart , but shesha'n't keep her temper. [Exit^R, 

SCfiNE Il.'--Charlp» Surface's House. 

Enter Trip, Sir Oliver Surface , and Moses, l. 

Trip. Here, master Moses! if you'll stay a moment. Til 
try "whether — what's the gentleman's name ? 

Sm O. Mr. Moses , what is, my name ? 

Moses. Mr. Premium. 

Trip. Premium — very well. [ExitTVip-y taking snttf/, r. 

Sir O. (r.) To judge by the servants, one wouldn't be- 
lieve the master was ruined. But what ! — sure , this was 
my brother's house ? 

Moses, (l.) Yes , sir ; Mr. Charles bought it of Mr. Jo^ 
seph , with the furniture , pictures , etc. just as the old 
gentleman left it. Sir Peter thought it a piece of extrava- 
gance in him. 

Sir O. Io my mind , the other's economy in selling it to 
him was more reprehensible by half. 
Re-enter Trip, r. 

Trip. My master says you must wiit, gentlemen : he has 
company , and can't speak with you yet. 

Sir O. If he knew who it was wanted to see him , per- 
haps he would not send such a message ? 

Trir. Yes , yes, sir : he knows you are here — I did Hot 
forget little Premium : no , no, no. 

Sir 0. Very well ; and I pray , sir , what may be your 
name? 

Trip. Trip , sir ; ray name is Trip , at your service. 

Sir 0. Well then , Mr. Trip , you have a pleasant sorl 
of place here , I guess ? 

Trip. Why , yes — here are three or four of us pass our 
time agreeably enough ; but then our wages are sometimes 
a little in arrear — and not very great either — but fifty 
pounds a year, and find our own bags and bouquets. 

[ Crosses to Moses, 

Sir 0. Bags and bouquets ! halters and bastinadoes ! 

[Aside. 
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Trip. And , a-propos , Moses — have you been able to 
gfet me that little bill discounted ? 

Sir 0, Wants to raise money too ! — mercy on me I Has 
his distresses too , I warrant, like a lord , and affects cre- 
ditors and duns. [ Aside, 

Hoses, (l.) 'Twos not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip, 

[Give* Tnp the note. 

Trip, (c.) Good lack, you surprise me I My friend 
Brush has indorsed it, and I thought when he put his 
name at the back of a bill 'twas the same as Q^h. 

Moses. No! 'twouldn't do. 

Trip. A small sum — but twenty pounds. Hark'ee, 
Moses , do you think you couldn't ^et it me by way of 
annuity? 

SirO. (r.) An annuity! ha! ha! a footman raise money 
by way of annuity ! Well done , luxury, egad! [Aside, 

Moses. Well , but you must ensure yonr place. 

Trip. with all my heart! I'll ensure my place, and 
my life too, if you please. 

Sir 0. It's more than I would your neck. [Aside, 

Moses. But is there nothing you could deposit? 

Trip. Why, nothing capital of my master's wardrobe 
has dropped lately ; [BeJl rings , r.] but I could give you a 
mortgage on some of his winter clothes , with equity of 
redemption before November — or you shall have the 
i^eVersion of the French velvet, or a post-obit on the blue 
and silver : [Bell rings R.] there , I should think , Moses , 
—\Bell rwgr5, R.]— Egad , [Crosses, r.] I heard the bell! 
I believe, gentlemen, I can now introduce you. Don't 
forget the annuity, little Moses! This way, gentlemen, 
f 11 insure my place , you know. 

Sir 0. If the man be a shadow of the master , this is 
the temple of dissipation indeed ! [Exeunt , r. 

SCENE nh—Antique Halt. — 

Charles Surface, Careless, Sir Harry, etc, at a 
table 9 wUh wine y etc, 

Chabsles S. [Seated at the head of the table,] 'Fore heaven, 
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'iis true!-^there*s the great degeneracy of Ihe age. Miiy 
of our acquaiiilance have taste, spirit, and poiitenes^ 
but, plague on't , they won't drink wine. 

Care. [Sealed Kof table.] It is so indeed , Charles! they 
give into all the substantial luxuries of the table , and 
abstain from nothing but wine and wit. O, certainly 
society suffers by it intolerably: for now, instead of the 
social spirit of raillery that used to mantle over a glass of 
bright Burgundy, their conversation is become just like 
the Spa water they drink, which has all the pertness and 
flatulency of Champaigne , \sithout its spirit or flavour. 

Sir H. [Seated l. of table,] But what are they to do who 
love play iietter than wine? 

Care. /True : there's Sir Harry diets himself for gaming, 
and is now under a hazard regimen. 

Charles. Then he'll have the worst of it. What! you 
wouldn't train a horse fot the course by keeping him 
from corn ? For my part , egad , I am never so successful 
as when I am a little merry : let me throw on a bottle of 
Champaigne, and I never lose. 

All. Hey, what? 

Charles S. At least , I never feel my losses , which is 
exactly the same thing. 

Care. Ay, that I believe. 

Charles S. And then, what man can pretend to be a 
believer in love, who is an abjurer of wine? 'Tis the 
test by which the lover knows his own he^rt. Fill a dozen 
bumpers to a dozen beauties, and she that floats at the 
top is the maid that has bewitched you. 

Care. Now then , Charles, be honest , and give us your 
real favourite. 

CflARLEs S. "Why, I have witlUieW her only in compas- 
sion to you. If I toast her , you must give a round of her 
peers, which is impossible — on earth. 

Care. Oh| then we'll find some canonized vestals, or 
heathen goddesses that will do, I warrant! 

Charles S. Here then , bumpers , you rogues ! bumpers! 
Blaria! Maria! — 

$IR H. Maris^ who?* 
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Oharles S. damn the surname — 'tis too formal to be 
legifttered in Love's calendar; — Maria! 

All. Maria! [They drink» 

Charles S. But now, Sir Harry, beware we must bave 
beauty superlative. 

Carb. Nay, never study. Sir Harry : we'll stand to the 
toast, though your mistress should want an eye, and you 
know you have a song will excuse you. 

Sir H; Egad, so I have! and I'll give bimthe 80tig» 
instead of the lady. 

SONG. 

Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen ; 

Here's to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the flaunting extravagant quean , 
And here's to the housewife that's thrifty. 
Chorxis. Let the toasl pass , — 
Drink to the lass , 
I'll warrant she'll prove an excuse for the glass. 

Here's to the charmer whose dimples we prize ; 

Now to the maid who has none , sir : 
Here's to the girl with a pair of blue eyes , 
And here's to the nymph with but ane^ sir. 
Chorus, Let the toast pass , etc. 

Here's to the maid with a bosom of snow; 

Now to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
Here's to the wife with a face full of woe » 

And now to the damsel that's merry. 
Chorus, Let the toast pass , etc. 

For let 'em be clumsy, or let 'em be slim. 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather; 

So fill up your glasses , nay , fill to the brim , 
And let us e'en toast them togetbei • 
Chorus, Let the toast pass , etc. 

Am.. Bravo ! Bravo ! 

Enter Trip , r. , and whispers Charles Scrpacs. 

Charles S. Gentlemen, you must excuse me a litUe. 
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Careless, take the clfir , will you? [Rises , and comes for- 
ward R. 

Care. [Rises and comes dotrnit l.] Nay, prithee , Char- 
les , what now? This is one of your peerless beauties , \ 
suppose, has droptin by chance? 

Charles S. No, failh! To tell you the truth , 'tis a Jew 
and a broker , who are come by appointment. , 

Care damn it! lei's have the Jew in. . 

Sir H. Ay, the broker too, by all means. 

Care» Yes , yes , the Jew and the broker; 

Charles S. Egad, with all my heart! Trip, bid the 
gentlemen walk in — [Exil Trip , r.] — though there's one 
of them a stranger, I can assure you. 

Care. Charles, let us give them some generous Bur- 
gundy, and perhaps they'll grow conscientious. 

Charles S. hang'em , no! wine does but draw forth a 
man's natural qualities; and to make them drink would 
only be to whet their knavery. 

^ Enter Trip, Moses , and Sra Olivbr Surface , r. 
"" r cross to l. 



Charles S. So, honest Moses , walk in : walk in , pray, 
Mr. Premium — that's the gentleman's name! isn't it, 
Moses? 

MosEs. Yes, sir 

Charles S. Set chairs , Trip — sit down , Mr. Premium — 
glasses . Trip — sit down , Moses. [Theij sit to l.] Come , 
Mr. Premium , I'll give you a sentiment , here's Success 
tovsuryl — Moses, fill the gentleman a bumper. 

Moses Success to usury ! 

Care. Right, Moses — usury is prudence and industry , 
and deserves to succeed. 

Sir 0. Then — here*s all the success it deserves. 

Ca?sE. [Rising, and coming forward,]^o 9 no, that won't 
do ! Mr. Premium , you have demurred at the toast , and 
must drink it in a pint bumper 

Sir H. a pint bumper, at least. 
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flIosES. O pray 9 sir, consider — Mr. Premium's a gen- 
tleman. 

Care. And therefore loves good wine. 

Sir H. Give Moses a quart glass— this is mutiny, and a 
high contempt for the chair. 

CHARLES S. No, hang it, you shan't! Mr. Premium's 
a stranger* 

Care. Plague on 'em then! — if they won't drink, we'll 
not sit down with them. Come, Harry, the dice are in 
the next room— Charles, you'll join us when you have 
finished your business with the gentlemen ? 

GifARLEs S. I will! I will! [Exeunt all the Gentlemen , r.] 
Careless ! 

Care, [neiwmmg,] Well ! ^^ 

Chari.es S. Perhaps I may want you. 

Care. , you know I am always ready : word, note , 
or bond, 'tis all the same to me. * [Exit; r. 

MosES. Sir, this is Mr. Premium, a gentleman of the 
strictest honour and secresy; and always performs what 
he undertakes. Mr. Premium , this is — 

Cbari.Es S. [Putting Monet across to l.] Pshaw ! have 
done. — Sir, my friend Moses is a very honest fellow , but 
a little slow at expression : he'll be an hour giving us our 
titles. Mr. Premium, the plain state of the matter is this 
I am an extravagant young fellow , who want money to 
borrow — you I lake to be a prudent old fellow , who has 
got money to lend. — I am blockhead enough to give fifty 
per cent, sooner than not have it; and you, I presume , 
are rogue enough to take a hundred if you can get it. Now, 
sir, you see we are acquainted at once , and may proceed 
to business without farther ceremony. 
^"'•-Sm 0. Exceeding frank, upon my word. — I see, sir , 
you are not a man of many compliments. 

Charles S. Oh no, sir; plain dealing in business I 
always think best. 

Sm 0. Sir, I like you the better for it — however , you 
are mistaken in one thing; I have no money to lend, but 
I believe I could procure some of a friend; but then he's 
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an uDoonsciooable dog; is'nthe , Moses? And most sell 
stock to aocoomodate you' — must'nt he, Moses? 

Mosss. Yes , indeed ! You know I always speak the 
truth , and scorn to tell a lie ! 

ChahlesS, Right. People that speak truth generally do : 
but these are trifles, Mr. Premium. What 1 1 know money 
isn't to be bought without paying for*t ! 

Sir 0. "Well— but what security could you give ? You 
have no land, I suppose? 

Charles S. Not a mole-hill, nor ^ twig^ but what's in 
the bough-pots out or the window! 
f%iti ; Sir 0. Mor any stock, I presiune? 

Charles S. Nothing bnt live stcok — and, that's only a 
Sjev^ 'pointers and ponies. But pray , Mr. Premium , are 
j^H. acquainted at all with any af my connexions? 

Sir 0. Why , to say truth , I are. ^ ( 

Charles S. Then you must know that I have a dgj^gW ^ 'a 
rich uncle in the East Indies , Sir Oliver^usJaceTiroiiip 
whom I have the greatest expectations. 7 '^w<x^ 

Sir 0. That you have a wealthy uncle I have heard ; 
but how your expectations will turn out , is more , I be^ 
iieve, than you can tell. 

Charles S. no '.—there can be no doubt. They tell 
me I'm a prodigious favourite , and that he talks of leaving 
me every thing. 

Sir 0. Indeed! this is the first I've heard of it. 

Charles S. Yes , yes , 'tis just so-^Mo^s knows 'tis tme , 
don't you, Moses? 

Sir 0. Egad , they'll persuade me presently fm at 
Bengal. [AaideJ] 

Charles S. Now I propose, Mr. Premiam, ifit's agree- 
able to you , a post-obit on Sir Oliver's liife ; though at 
the same lime , the cdd fellow has been so liberal to me , 
that I give you my word , I should be very sorry to hear 
any thing had happened to him. 

Sm 0. Not more than I should, I assure you.. But the 
bond you mention happens to be just the worst security 
you could offer rae-— for I might live to a hundred , and 
never see the principal. 
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^ Gbablis $• 0, yes, you would — the moment Sir Oliver 
dies , you know, you would come on me for the money. 

.Sir 0. Then I believe I should be the most unwelcome 
du n you ever had in your life. 

Charles S. "What! I suppose you're afraid that Sir 
Oliver is too good a life ? 

Sir 0. No , indeed , I am not ; though I have heard^Jie 
is as hale and healthy as any man of his years in Chris- 
tendom. 

Charles S. There again , now you are misinformed. No , 
Oliver! Yes, yes, he breaks apace, Tm told — and is so 
much altered lately, that his nearest relations would 
not know him! 

Sir 0. No! Ha! ha! ha ! so much altered lately , tha( 
his nearest relations would not know him ! ha ! ha ! ha [ 
egad — Ha! ha! ha! 

Charles S. Ha! ha! — ^you're glad to hear that, little 
Premium ? 

Sir 0. No , no , Tm not. 

Charles S. Yes, yes , you are — haf ha ! ha ! — ^You know 
that mends your chance. 

Sir O. But I'm told Sir Oliver is coming over ? — nay , 
some say he is actually arrived? 

CuARLES S. Pshaw! Sure I must know better than 
you whether he's come or not. No , no ; rely on't , he's 
at this moment at Calcutta — is'nt he , Moses ? 

MosEs. Oyes, certainly. 

Sir 0. Very true, as you say, you must know better 
than.f , though I have it from pretty good authority — hav'nt 
I, Moses? 

Moses, (l.) Yes, most undoubted! 

Sir 0. (r.) But, sir, as I understand you want a few 
hundreds immediately — is there nothing you could dispose 
of? 

Charles S. (c.) How do you mean? 

Sir 0. For instance , now , I have heard that your fa- 
ther left behind him a great quantity of massy old plate ? 

Charles S. O Lud I — that's gone long ago. — Moses caR 
tell you how better than I can, 
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SiA 0. Good lack! all the family race cups and corpor 
ration bowls* [Aside,'] — Then it was also supposed tiiat 
his library was one of the most valuable aud complete. 

Charles S. Yes, yes , so it was — vastly too much so for 
a private gentlemau. For my part, I was always of a com- 
municative disposirion , so I thought it a shame to keep 
80 much knowledge to myself. [Crosses r. 

Sm 0. (c.) Mercy upon me! Learning that had run in 
the family like an heir-loom! [Aside.'] Pray , what are be- 
come of the books ? 

Charles S. (r.) You must inquire of the auctioneer. 
Master Premium , for I don't believe even Moses can di- 
rect you. 

Hoses. T know nothing of books. 

Sir 0. So , so nothing of the family property left, I sup- 
pose? 

Charles S. Mot much indeed; ualess you have a mind 
to the family pictures, I have got a roomful! of ancestors 
above, and if you have a taste for old paintings, egad, you 
shall have'em a bargain. * 

Sm 0. Hey! what the devil! Sure, you -would'nt sell 
your forefathers, would you'^ 

Charles S. Every man of them , to the best bidder. 

Sir O. What ! your great uncles and aunts? 

Charles S. Ay, and my great grandfathers and grand- 
mothers too. 

Sm 0. Now I give him up. [Aside,'] What the plague , 
have you no bowels for your own kindred ! Odd*s life, do 
jou take me for Shilock in the play, that you would raise 
money of me on your own flesh and blood? 

Charles S. Nay, my little broker, don't be angry : what 
need you care if you have your money's worth. 

Sii O. Well , ril be the purchaser ; I think I can dispose 
€ji the family canvass. Oh , Til never forgive him this ! ne- 
wer! [Aside^ 

Enter Careless, r. 
Cari. Come , Charles , what keeps you? 
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GnuiLes S. I can't come yet : i'faitl) , we- are g^^ing to ha- 
ve a sale above stairs ; here's little Premium >Till bay all 
my'aDcestors. 

Care. O, burn your ancestors! 

Charles S. No, be may do that afterwards, if he pleases. 
Stay, Careless, we want you : egad, you jEdiall be auctio- 
neer; so come along with us. [(7roMe«, l. 

Cake. Oh , have with you , if that's the case. I can han- 
dle a hammer as well as a dice-box ! Going ! going! 

Sir 0. Oh, the profligates! lAside: 

Charles S. Come, Moses , you shall be appraiser, if we 
wantxme. Gad's life, little Premium , you don't seem to li- 
ke the business? 

Sir 0. yes, I do vastly. Ha! ha! ha! yes, yes, I 
think it a rare joke to sell une's family by auction — ha ! 
ha ! — the prodigal ! [Agide, 

Charlds S. To be sure ! when a man wants money, whe- 
re the plague should he get assistance , if he can't make 
free witli his own relations? 

Sir 0. I'll never forgive hiih ; never! never! [Exeuntit, 

ACT. IV. 

SCENE I. — Picture Room at Charles's, — Large chair en l. 
^nd, E.-^Family Pedigree hanging up in the IVing a. 

Enter Charles Surface , Sir Oliver Sdrfacb , 
Moses, and Careless l. 

Charles S. (r.) "Walk in, gentlemen ; pray walk in — he- 
re they are , the family of the Surfaces , up to the con- 
quest. 

SirO. (r. g.) And, in my opinion, a goodly oolleelion. 

Charles S. Ay, ay, these are done in the true spirit of 
portrait-painting; — no volontier grace or expression. Not 
like the works of your modern Raphaels, who give yoa 
the strongest resemblance, yet contrive to make your por- 
trait independent of you ; so that you may sink the origi- 
nal , and not hurt the picture. No , no ; the merit of these 
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is the inveterate likeness — all stiff and awkward as the ori- 
ginals , and like nothing in human nature besides. 

Sm O. Ah ! we shall never see such figures of men again. 

Chaales S. I hope not. — ^Well you see master Premium 
what a domestic character I am : here I sit of an evening 
surrounded by my family. — But, come, get to your pulpit, 
Mr. Auctioneer ; here's an old gouty chair of my grandfa- 
ther's will answer the purpose. iBrings chair foitvard , c» 

Cabe. Ay, ay, this will do. But , Charles , I hav'n't 

a haiamer ; and what's an auctioneer without his hammer? 

Charles S, F.gad, that's true; ^Taking pedigree down 
from K. isU w.] what parchment have we here? — 0, our ■ 
genealogy in full. Here, Careless, — you shall have no 
common bit of mahogany ; here's the family tree for you , 
you rogue, — this shall be your hammer, and now you 
may knock down my ancestors with theirown pedigree. 

Sra 0. (l.) "What an unnatural rogue ! — an cjc post facto 
parricide ! lAside, ^ 

Care. Yes, yes, here's a list of your generation indeed , 
£aithj Charles, this is the most convenient thing you could 
have found for the business, for 'twill not only serve as a 
hammer, but a catalogue into the bargain. — Come, begin 
---A-going, a-going, a-going! 

CnARLES S. Bravo, Careless !— "Well, here's my great un- 
cle. Sir Ricliard Raveline , a marvellous good general in 
his day, I assure you. He served in all the Duke of Marl- 
borough's wars, and got that cut over his eye at the bat- 
tle, of Malplaquet. — What ,say you, Mr. Premium? — look 
at him — there's a hero , not cut out of his feathers , as 
your modern dipt captains are, but enveloped in wig and 
regimentals, as a general should be.-— What do you 
bid? 

Sir O. [Aside to Moses,"] Bid him speak. 

Moses. Mr. Premium would have you speak. 
.^^m CoARLES S. Why, then, he «hall have him for ten ponds, 
and I'm sure that's not dear for a staff-officer. 

Sir 0. Heaven deliver me ! his famowi uncle Richard 
for ten pounds ! iAside.y-^yeTj well , sir I take him at 
that. 
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Charles S. Careless , knock down my uncle Richard. — -. 
Here , now , is a maiden sister of his, my great aant De- 
borah , done by Kneiler iu his best manner, and esteemed 
a very formidable likeness. — There she is , you see , a 
shepherdess feeding her flock. — ^You shall have her for 
five pounds ten — the sheep are worth the money. 

Sir 0. Ah ! poor Deborah ! a woman who set such a va- 
lue on herself! [Aside,'} — Five pounds ten — ^she*s mine. 

CuARLES S. Knock down my aunt Deborah , Careless ! 
— This, now, is a grandfather of my mother's , a learned 
judge, well known on the western circuit. — What do you 
rate him at, Moses? 

Moses. Four guineas. 

Charles S. Four guineas!—- Gad's life, you don't bid 
me the price of his Wig. — Mr. Premium , you have more 
respect for the woolsack; do let us knock his lordship 
down at fifteen. 

Sir O. By all means. 

Care. Gone? 

Charles. S. And there are two brothers of his, William 
and Walter Blunt, Esquires , both members of parliament, 
and noted speakers; and what's very exjtraordi nary, I be- 
lieve, this is the first time they were ever bought or sold. 

Sir 0. That is very extraordinary , indeed ! Til take 
them at your own price, for the honour of parliament. 

Care. Well said, little Premium ! — 1*11 knock them down 
at forty. 

Charles S. Here's a jolly fellow — 1 don't know what re- 
lation, but he was mayor of Norwich : take him at eight 
pounds. 

^SiR 0. No, no : six will do for the mayor. 

Charles S. Come, make it guineas, and I throw out the 
two aldermen there into the bargain. 

Sir 0. They're mine. 

"Charles S. Careless, knock down the mayor and alder- 
men But, plague on't, we shall be all day retailing in 

this manner ; do let us deal wholesale : what say you, little 
Premium? Give me three hundred pounds, and take all 
that remains on each side in a lump. < 
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^" Cake. Ay, ay that will be the best way. 

Sir 0. Well, well , any thing to accommodate you ; — 
they are mine. But there is one portrait which you have 
always passed over. 

Gabs. [Having put the chair away comes forward l.] 
What, that ill-looking little fellow over the settee ? 

Suk O. Yes , sir I mean that , though I dr Vt think him 
10 ill-looking a little fellow , by any means. 

Charles S. What, that?— Oh! that's my uncle Oliver; 
'twas done before he went to India. 

Care. Your uncle Oliver!— Gad, then you'll never be 
friends, Charles. That , now, to me, is as stem a looking 
rogue as ever I saw; an unforgiving eye, and a damned 
disinheriting countenance ! an iuteverate knave , depend 
on't. Don't you think so, little Premium ? {Slapping hhn 
enthcthoulder,'] 

. Sir 0. Upon my soul, mr, I do not ; I think it as honest 
a looking face as any in the room , dead or alive ; — but I 
suppose uncle Oliver goes with the rest of the lumber? 

Charles S. No , hang it ; I'll not part with poor Noll. 
The old fellow has been very good to me , and , egad, I'll 
keep his picture while I've a room to put it in. [Crosses, l. 

Sm 0. (r.) The rogue's my nephew after all! [Aside^J 
—But, sir, I have somehow taken a fancy to that picture. 

Charles S. (l.) I'm sorry for't , for you certainly will 
BOt have it. — Oons, haven't you got enough of them? 

Sir 0. I forgive him every thing ! [Aside.'] — But, sir. 
when I take a whim in my head I don't value money. I'll 
give you as much for that as for all the r^st. 

Charles S. Don't tease me, master broker; I tell you I'll 
not part with it , and there's an end of it. 

Sir 0. How like his father the dog is! [Aside. "l—Weil , 

well, I have done. 1 did not perceive it before, but I 

think I never saw such a resemblance — [Asideli Here 

is a draught for your sum. [Taking it out of his pocket book, 

Charles S. Why, 'tis for eight hundred pounds. 

Sui 0. You will not let Sir Oliver go? 

Ghafxes S. Zounds ! no ! — I tell you once more. 

Sir G. Then never mind the difference , we'll balance 
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that another time — but give me your hand on the bargain; 
you are an honest fellow, Charles — I beg pardon, sir, for 
being so free.— Come, Moses. ICrosses, l. 

Charles S. (r.) Egad , this is a whimsical old fellow I 
But hark'ee, Premium , you'll prepare lodgings for these 
gentlemen ? i l^ -^ 

Sir 0. (L.^'Yes, yes, I'll send for them in a day ortwo. 

Charles S. But hold; do now send a genteel conveyance , 
(or them, for I assure you , they were most of them lued to 
ride in their own carriages. 

Sir O. I will, 1 will— for all but Oliver. 

Charles S. Ay, all but the little nabob. 

Sir O. You're fixed on that? 

Charles S. Peremptorily. 

Sir 0. A dear extravagant rogue ! lAiide,'] — Good-day! 

— Come, Moses. Let me hear now who dares call him 

protligate ! [Exeunt Sir Other Sva-foce and Moses^^ l. 

Care. Why, this is the oddest genius of the sort lever 
met with. 

Charles S. Egad, he's the prince of brokers, I think. 
I wonder how the devil Moses got acquainted with so ho- 
nest a fellow. — But hark ! here's Rowley ; do , Careless, 
j»ay I'll join the company in a few moments. 

Care, (r.) I will — don't let that old blockhead persuade 
you to squander any of that money on old musty debts, or 
any such nonsense; for tradesmen, Charles, are the most 
exorbitant fellows. 

CiURLBS S. (l.) Very true, and paying them is only en- 
couraging them. Ay , ay, never fear. [Exit Careless r.] 

— Sioh ! this was an odd old fellow, indeed. Let me see 

— two-thirds of this five hundred and thirty odd pounds 
are mine by right. 'Fore Heaven! I find one's ancestors 
are more • valuable relations than I took them for ! — La- 
dies and gentlemen , your most obedient and very grate- 
ful servant.^ — 

Entei' Rowley , l» 

Hah! old Rowley ! egad, you are just come in lime to take 
lea-ve of your old acquaintance. 
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Row. (l.) Yes, I beard they were a going. Btfl I wonder 
you can have such spirits under so many distresses. 

Charles S. Why , there's the point ! my distresses are so 
many, that 1 can't afford to pait with my spirits, but 1 
shall be rich and splenetic, all in good time. However, I 
suppose you are surprised that I am not more sorrowful at 
parting with so many near relations; to be sure, 'tis very 
affecting ; but you see they never move ajnuscie, so why 
should I ? 

Row. There's no making you serious a moment. 

Charles S. Yes , fa^th , I am so now. Here , my honest 
Rowley, here , get me this changed directly, and take a 
hundred pounds of it immediately to old Stanley. 

Row. A hundred pounds ! Consider only. — 

Caarles S. Gad's life , don't talk about it : poor Stan- 
ley's wants are pressing, and if you don't make haste, we 
shall have some one call that has a better right to the 
money. 

Row. Ah! there's the point! I never will cease dunnia^ 
you with the old proverb. — 

Charles S. 'Be just before you're generous.' — Why, so 
I would if 1 could; but Justice is an old hobbling beldame, 
and I can't get her to keep pace with Generosity for the 
soul of me. 

Row. Yet, Charles, believe me, one hour's reflection — 

CtuRLEs S. Ay , ay, it's very true ; but, hark'ee, Rowley, 
while I have , by heaven I'll give ; so damn your econo- 
my, and away to old Stanley with Uie money. 

[Exeum Chatles r., Rowley l. 

SCENE U.^A Saloon. 
Enlei* Moses, r., and Sir Oliver Surface. 

Moses. Well, sir, I think, as Sir Peter said, you have 
seen Mr. Charles in high glory ; 'tis great pity he's so ex- 
travagant. 

Sir 0. But he would not sell my picture. 

Moses. And loves wine and women so much. 

Sir 0. But he would not sell my picture. 
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Moses. And games so deep. 

Sir 0. But he would not sell my picture. 0, here^s 

Rowley. 

Enter Rowley, r. 

Row. (r.) So, Sir Oliver, I find you have made a pur- 
chase 

Sir 0. (c.) Yes, yes, our young rake has parted with 
his ancestors like old tapestry. 

Row. And here has he commissioned me to re^leliver 
you part of the purchase money — I mean, though, in your 
necessitous character of old Stanley. 

MosEs. (l.) Ah ! there is the pity of all ; he is so damn- 
ed charitable. 

Row. And I left a ho»er and two tailors in the hall , 
who I'm sure, won't be paid, and this hundred would sa« 
tisfy them. 

Sir 0. Well , well , Til pay his debts, and his benevo- 
lence too. — But now I am no more a broker , and you 
shall introduce me to the elder brother as old Stanley. 

Row. Not yet awhile; Sir Peter, I know , means to call 
there about this time. 

Enter Trip, r. 

Trip. O, gentlemen, I beg pardon for not showing you 
out; this way — [Crosses l.] — Moses, a word. 

[Exeunt Trip and Moses, l. 

Sir 0. (l.) There's a fellow for you — would you believe 
it , that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming , and 
wanted to raise money before he got to his master. 

Row. (r.) Indeed! 

Sir O. Yes , they are now planning annuity business. 
— Ah ! master Rowley, in my days servants were content 
with the follies of their masters, when they were worn a 
little thread-bare ; but now ^ they have their vices , like 
their birth-day clothes, with the gloss on. {Exeunt^ l» 
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SCENE in. — A Library , a large Screen , r. Zrif e. Pent' 
broke Table l. u. e. with a book on it; two chairs, 

Joseph Surface and a Servant discovered. 

Joseph S. No letter from Lady Teazle? 

Serv. No, sir. 

Joseph S. I am surprised she has not sent, if she is pre- 
vented from coming. Sir Peter certainly does not suspect 
me. Yet, I wish I may not lose the heiress , through the 
scrape I have drawn myself into with the wife ; however » 
Charles's imprudence and had character are great points 
in myjfavour. IKnocking heard withotU^ h* 

Serv. Sir, I believe that must be Lady Teazle. 

Joseph S. Hold! — See whether it is or not before you go 
to the door : I have a particular message for you , if it 
should be my brother. 

Serv. *Tis her ladyship, sir; she always leaves her chair 
at the milliner's in the next street. 

Joseph S. Stay, stay; draw that screen before the win- 
dow — [Servant does «o.] — that will do; — my opposite 
neighbour is a lady of a curious temper. — [Sei'vant exit,"] 
— I have a difficult hand to play in this affair. Lady Tea- 
zle has ktf ely suspected my views on Maria ; but she must 
by no means be let into that secret, — at least , till I have 
her more in my power. 

Enter Lady Teazle, l. 

Lady T. What, sentiment in soliloquy now? Have you 
been very impatient? — O Lud ! don't pretend to look gra- 
ve. — I vow I couldn't come before. [Crosses , r. 

Joseph S. (l.) O , madam, punctuality is a species of 
constancy, very unfashionable in a lady of quality. 

[Places chairs^ and sits after Lady Teazle is seated. 

Lady T. (r.) Upon my word you ought to pily me. Do 
you know Sir Peter is grown so ill-natured to me of late , 
and so jealous of Charles loo — that's the best of the story, 
isn't it? 
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Joseph S. I am glad my scandalous friends keep that up. 

{Aside, 

Lady T. I am snre I wish he would let Maria marry 
' him, and then perhaps he would be convinced ; don't you, 
Mr. Surface? 

Joseph S. Indeed T do. [Aside.'] — Oh certainly I do ! 
for then my dear Lady Teazle would also be convinced , 
. how wrong her suspicions were of my having any design 
on the silly girl. 

Lady T. Well, well, Tm inclined to believe you. But, 
is'nt it provoking, to have the most ill-natured things said 
of one?-=-And there's my friend. Lady Sneerwell, has cir- 
culated I don't know how many scandalous tales of me , 
and all without any foundation too — that's what vexes me. 

Josephs. Aye, madam, to be sure, that is the provoking 
circumstance — without foundation ; yes, yes, there's the 
mortification , indeed ; for when a scandalous story is be- 
lieved against one, there certainly is no comfort like the 
consciousness of having deserved it. 

Lady T. No , to be sure , then I'd forgive their malice ; 
btit to attack me, who am really so innocent, and who 
never say an ill naturcd thing of any body — that is , of any 
friend ; and then Sir Peter too, to have him so peevish, and 
so suspicious, when I know the integrity of my own heart 
—indeed, 'tis monstrous! 

Joseph S. But, my dear Lady Teazle , 'tis your onw fault 
if you suffer it. When a husband entertains a groundless 
suspicion of his wife , and withdraws his confidence from 
her, the original compact is broken, and she owes it lo the 
honour of her sex to endeavour lo outwit him. 

Lady T. Indeed!— -so that if he suspects me without 
cause, it follows, that the best way of curing his jealousy 
is to give him reason for't. 

Joseph S. Undoubtedly— for your husband sliould ne- 
ver be deceived in you, — and in that case it becomes you 
lo be frail in compliment to his discernment. 

Lady T. To be sure , what you say is very reasonable ; 
and wbee the consciousness of my innocence 

Joseph S. Ah ! my dear madam , there is the great mit^ 
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take ; 'tis this very conscious innocence that is of the great- 
est prejudice to you. What is it makes you negligent of 
forms^aud careless of the world's opinion? — why, [the con- " 
Sciousness of your own innocence. What makes you 
thoughtless in your conduct, aud apt to run into a thou- 
sand little imprudences? — why, the consciousness of your 
own innocence. What makes you impatient of Sir Peter's 
temper, and outrageous at his suspicions? — why, the con- 
sciousness of your innocence. 

Lady T. *Tis very true! 

Joseph S. Now , my dear Lady Teazle, if you would but 
once make a trilling faux pas, you can^t conceive how 
cautious you would grow, and how ready to humour and 
agree with your husband. 

Lady T. Do you think so? 

Joseph S. Oh! I am sure on*t; and then you would find 
all scandal would cease at once ; for , in short , your cha- 
racter at present is like a person in a plethora, absolutely 
dying from too much health. 

Lady T. So, so; then I perceive your prescription is, 
that I must sin in my own defence, and part with my virtue 
to preserve my reputation. 

Joseph S. Exactly so, upon my credit , ma'am.. 

Lady T. Well, certainly this is the oddest doctrine, and 
the newest receipt for avoiding calumny ! 

Joseph S. An infaillible one , believe me. Prudence like 
experience, must be paid for. 

Lady T. Why, if my understanding were once convin- 
ced 

Joseph S. , certainly , madam , your understanding 
should be convinced. — Yes, yes — heaven fordid I should 
persuade you to do any thing you thought wrong. No, no, 
I have too much honour to desire it. 

Lady T. Don't you think we may as well leave honour 
out of the argument? [Rises, 

Joseph S. Ah ! the ill effects of your country education , 
I see, still remain with you. [Rises, 

Lady T. T doubt they do indeed ; and I will fairly own 
to you, that if I could be persuaded to do wrong, it would 
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be by Sir Peter's ill usage , sooner than your honourable 
logic, after all. 

Joseph S. Then, by this hand, which he is unworthy of-^ 

[Taking her hand. 

Enter SsnTANTy l. 

'Sdeath, you blockhead — what do you want? 

Sbrv. I beg your pardon , sir, but I thought you would 
not choose Sir Peter to come up without announcing him. 

Joseph S. Sir Peter! — Oons — the devil! 

Ladt T. Sir Peter ! Lud — Fm ruined — rm ruined ! 

Serv. Sir, ^twasn't I let him in. 

Lady T. Oh ! fm-quite undone ! What will become of 
me? Now, Mr. Logic-— OJ^ mercy, sir , he's on the stairs 
— rU gel behind here-— imd if ever Vm so imprudent 
again — ^^^oc# behind the screen. 

Joseph S. Give me that book. 

[Sits doum a. c; Servant pretends to adjust his chair. 

Enter Sir Peter. 

Sm P. Ay, ever improving himself — Mr. Surface, Mr. 
Surface I [Taps Joseph on the shoulder. 

Joseph S. — Oh! my dear Sir Peter, I beg your pardon — 
[Gaping — throws away the book,'] — I have been dozing 
over a stupid book. — Well, I am much obliged to you for 
this call. You haven't been here, I believe, since I fitted 
up this room. — Books , you know , are the only things I 
am a coxcomb in. 

Sm P. *Tis very neat indeed. — Well, well, that's pro- 
per; and you can make even your screen a source of 
knowledge— hung, I perceive, with maps? [fFalking up 
towards screen, 

Josbph S. O, yes , I find great use in that screen. 

[Turning Sir Peter away from screen , r. 

Sir p. I dare say you must , certainly , when you want 
to find any thing in a huiTy. 

Joseph S. Aye , or to hide any thing in a hurry either. 

[Aside, 

Sir p. Well , I have a little private business 
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Joseph S. You need not stay. [To the Servant ^ who pla- 
ces chairs. Exit Servant ^ l.] Here's a chair. Sir Peter — 
Ibeg— 

Sir p. [Sits , l.] Well , now we are alone , there is a 
subject , my dear friend , on which I wbh to unburthen 
my mind to you — a point of the greatest moment to my 
peace; in short, My good friend. Lady Teazle's conduct 
of late has made me very unhappy. 

Joseph S. [Sealed , a.] Indeed ! I am very sorry to hear it. 

Sir p. Yes, 'tis but too plain she has not the least re- 
gard for me; but, what's worse, I have pretty good autho- 
rity to suppose she has formed an attachment to another. 

Joseph S. Indeed! you astonish me! 

Sir P. Yes; and, between ourselves, I think I've disco- 
vered the person. 

Joseph S. How! you alarm me exceedingly. 

Sir p. Ay , my dear friend , I knew you would sympa- 
thise with me! 

Joseph S. Yes — believe me. Sir Peter, such a disco- 
very would hurt me just as much as it would you. 

Sir p. I am convinced of it. — Ah! it is a happiness to 
have a friend whom we can trust even with one's family 
secrets. But have you no guess who I mean ? 

Joseph S. I haven't the most distant idea. It can't be 
Sir Benjamin Backbite? 

Sir p. Oh, no! What say you to Charles? 

Joseph S. My brother ! impossible! 

Sir p. Oh ! my dear friend , the goodness of your own 
heart misleads you. You judge of others by yourself. 

Joseph S. Certainly, Sir Peter, the heart that is consci- 
ous of its own integrity is ever slow to credit another's 
treachery. 

Sir p. True — but your brother has no sentiment — you 
never hear him talk so. 

Joseph S. Yet , I can't but think Lady Teazle herself 
has too much principle. 

Sir p. Ay, — but what is principle against the flattery 
of a handsome, lively young felbw. 

JosBPH S. That's very true. 
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Sir p. And then, you know, the difference of our ages 
makes it vei7 improbable that she should hare any very 
great affection for me ; and if she were to be frail , and I 
were to make it public , why the town would only laugh 
at me, the foolish old bachelor, who had married a girl. 
Joseph S. That's true, to be sure — they would laugh. 
Sir p. Laugh — ay , and make balladt^*, and paragraphs , 
and the devil knows what, of me. 
Joseph S. No — you must never make it public. 
Sir p. But then again — that the nephew of my old 
friend, Sir Oliver, should* be the person to attempt such 
a wrong, hurts me more nearly. 

Joseph S. Ay, — there's the point.— "When ingratitude 
barbs the dart of injury , the wound has double danger in it.. 
Sir p. Ay — I, that was, in a manner, left his guardian; 
in whose house he had been so often entertained; who ne- 
ver in my life denied him — any adtice. 

Joseph S. 0, *tis not to be credited.. There may be a 
man capable of such baseness, to be sure; but for my part, 
till you can give me positive proofs , I cannot but doubt it. 
However , if it should be proved on him , he is no longer a. 
brother of mine — I disclaim kindred with him : for the 
man who can break through the laws of hospitality , and 
tempt the wife of his friend , deserves to be branded as. 
the pest of society. 

Sir p. What a difference there is between you! wha^ 
noble sentiments! 
Joseph S. Yet, I cannot suspect Lady Teazle's honour. 
Sir P. I am sure I wish to think well of her, and to re- 
move all ground of quarrel between us. She has lately re^ 
preached me more than once with having made no settle- 
ment on her : and : in our last quarrel, she almost hinted 
that she should not break her heart if I was dead. Now, 
as we seem to differ in our ideas of expense , I have re- 
solved she shall have her own way, and be her own mis- 
tress, in that respect for the future; and if I were to die , 
she will find I have not been inattentive to her interest 
while living. Here , my friend » are the drafts of two deeds, 
which I wish to have your opkienjon; — ^By one, sheinll, 
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eojoy eight hundred a year independent while I Kve ; aad, 
by the other, the bulk of my fortune after my death. 

Joseph S. This conduct, Sir Peter, is ibdeed truly ge- 
nerous. 1 mt^ it may not corrupt ray pupil. {Aside, 

Sir p. Yes, I am determiued she shall have no cause to 
complain , th^nigh I would not have her aei{uainted with 
the latter instance of my affection yet awhile. 

Joseph S. Nor I, if I could help it. [Aside* 

Sir p. And now, my dear friend, if yon please. We 
will talk over the situation of your hopes with Maria. 

Joseph S. [So/%.]~0, no. Sir Peter; another time ^ 
if you please. 

Sir p. I am sensibly chagrined at the little progress you 
seem to make in her affections. 

Joseph S. I beg you will not mention it, sir. "What 
are my disappointments when your happiness is in debate! 
{Softly,'] — *Sdeath I shall be ruined every way. {Aside. 

Sir p. And though you are so averse to my acquainting 
Lady Teazle with your passion , I'm sure she's not your 
enemy in the affair. 

Joseph S. Pray, Sir Peter, no^t, oblige me. lam reallif 
too much affected , by the subject we hsKe been speaking 
of, to bestow a thought on my own concerns. The maq 
who is entrusted with his friend's distresses can never 

£«/er Servant, L. 

Well, sir? 

Serv^ Your brother, sn-, is speaking to a gentleman in 
the street, and says he knows you are within. 

Joseph S. {Rises."] 'Sdeath , blockhead, I'm not within — 
I'm out for the day. 

Sir p. [Rises] Stay — hold — a thought has struck me : 
— you shall be at home. 

Joseph S. {Crosses to Servant] "Well , well, let him up. 
[Exit Servant 9 l. He'll interrupt Sir Peter, However. 

{Aside^ 

Sir p. (r.) Now, my good friend, oblige me, I en- 
treat you. — Before Charles comes, let me conceal myself 
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somewhere — ^tben do you tax him on the point ire h&ye 
been talking, and his answer may satisfy me at once. 

Joseph S. O fie , Sir Peter! would you have me join in 
so mean a trick? — To trepan my brother, too? 

Sir p. Nay , you tell me you are sure he is innocent ; if 
80, you do him the greatest service by giving him an op- 
portunity to jdear himself, and you will set my heart at 
rest. Gome, you shall not refuse me: [Going tqai] here , 
behind this screen will be — Hey! what the devil ! there 
seems to be one listener here already — I'll swear I saw a 
petticoat. 

Joseph S. Ha! ha! ha! Well this is ridiculous enough. 
rU tell you, Sir Peter, though I hold a man of intrigue to 
be a most despicable character, yet, you know, it does 
not follow that one is to be an absolute Joseph either ! 
Hark'ee , 'tis a little French milliner — a silly rogue that 
plagues me, — and having some character to lose, on your 
coming, sir, she ran behind the screen. 

Sir p. Ah I Joseph! Joseph! Did I ever think that you 
—But, egad, she has overheard all I have been saying of 
my wife. 

Joseph S. O, 'twill never go any farther, you may de- 
pend upon it. 

Sir p. No! then, faith, let her hear it out— Here's a 
closet will do as well. 

Joseph S. Well, go in there. 

Sir p. Sly rogue! sly rogue! IGoing into the closet^ a. 

Joseph S. A narrow escape , indeed ! and a curious si- 
tuation Fm in , to part man and wife in this manner. 

Lady T. [Peeping.] — Could'nt I steal off? 

Joseph S. Keep close, my angel! 

Sir p. [Peeping out^ r.] — Joseph, tax him home. 

Joseph S. Back , my dear friend! 

Lady T, Couldn't you lock Sir Peter in ? 

Joseph S. Be still , my life ! 

Sir p. [Peepmsr.]— You're sure the little milliner won't 
blab? 

Joseph S. In , in , my dear Sir Peter — 'Fore gad, I wish 
had a key to the door. 
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JSnter €harles Surface , l. 

Charles S. Holla! brother, what has been the matter? 
Your fellow would not let me up at first. What ! have 
you bad a Jew or a wench with you? 

JosErnS. (r.) Neither, brother, I assure you. 
Charles S. (l.) But what has made Sir Peter steal off? 
1 thought he had been with you. 

JosEpa S. He was, brother; but hearing you were 
coining he did not choose to stay. 

Charles S. What! was the old gentleman afraid I 
wanted to borrow money of him. 

Joseph S. No , sir : but I am sorry to find , Charles , 
that you have lately given that worthy man grounds for 
great uneasiness. 

Charles S. Yes, they tell me I do that to a great many 
worthy men — But how so , pray ? 

Joseph S. To be plain with you brother — he thinks you 
are endeavouring to gain Lady Teazle's affections from 
bim. 

Charles S. Who, I? O Lud! not I, upon my word. — 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! So the old fellow has found out that 
he has got a young wife , has he? 

Joseph S.. This is no subject to jest on , brother. He 
'who can laugh—- 

CHAia.Es S. True , true , as you were going to say — then, 
seriously , I never had the least idea of what you charge 
me with, upon my honour. 

Joseph S. Well , it will give Sir Peter great satisfaction 
to hear this [Aloud, 

Charles S« To be sure, I once thought the lady seemed 
to have taken a fancy to me ; but, upon my soul , I never 
gave her the least encouragement: — besides, yon know 
my attachment to Maria. 
Joseph S. But sure , brother , even if Lady Teazle had 

betrayed the fondest partiality for you. 

Charles S. Why, look'ee , Joseph, I hope I shall never 
deliberately do a dishonourable action ; but if a pretty 
woman was purposely to throw herself in my way — and 
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that pretty woinan married to a maa old enough te be he«* 

father 

Joseph S. Well— 

Charles S. Why 1 believe I shoald be obliged to 

Joseph S. What ? 

Gharle&S. To borrow a little of your morality, that's. 

aU. — -Bat, brother, do you know now that you surprise 

me exceedingly , by naming me with Lady Teazle ; for , 

itixh , I always understood you were her favourite. 

'^^ Joseph S. , for shame , Charles ! This retort is foolish. 

Charles S. Nay , I swear I have seen you exchange such 
significant glances — 

Joseph S. Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest. 

Charles S. E^d, Tm serious. — Don't you remember 
one day when I called here — 

Joseph S. Nay, prylhee, Charles — 

Charles S. And found you together — 

Joseph S. Zounds, sir! I insist — 

Charles S. And another time when your servant — ' 

Joseph S. Brother, brother, a word with you! Gad, I 
nrast stop him. [Asidj 

CHAIU.E& 8. Informed , I say , that — 

Joseph S. Hush ! I beg your pardon , but Sir Peter has 
heard all we have been saying. I knew you would clear 
yourself, or I should not have consented. 

Chaples S. How, Sir Peter! Where is he? 

Joseph S. Softly; there ! [Pointt to the closet , r. 

Charles S. , 'fore heaven , Til have him out. Sir Peter, 
come forth ! [ Trying to get to the closet. 

Joseph S. No, no — 

iPreventing him, 

Charles S. I say , Sir Peter , come into court — [Crosses , 

n. ; phUs in Sir />g/gr.]— What! my old guardian ! — What ! 

turn inquisitor, and take evidence incog? 0, fie! O, fie! 

S(R P. Give me your hand, Charles — I believe I have 

suspected you wrongfully ; but you mustn't be angry with 

Josepli— 'twas my plan ! 

Charles S. Indeed! 

Sm P. But I acquit you, I promise you I don't think 
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near aait^ of you aB I did : ^bat i have heard has given me 
great satisfaction^ 

- GHAKLks S. Egad , then, *twaslucky you didn't hear aoy 
D9ore — wasn't it, Joaeph? [Apart to ^hseph. 

Sir p. Ah ! yoa would have retorted on him* 

Charles S.. Ay , ay , thai was a Joke. 

Sm P. Yes, yes» I know hia humour toa weH. . 

Charles S., But you might as well have suspected him as 
me in this, matter , Cor all that-^mtghtn'^t he , Joseph ? 

lAfort to J^eph^ 

Sir P^ WeH ,_ well, I helieve you. :.i 

Joseph S« Would they were both out of the room ! 

[Aside, 

Sm 1^« Amt in Cutur&, perhaps , we may not be such 
strangers^ 

Enter Servant , l. 

Serv. tady Sneerwell is below, and says she will come 
»p. 

Joseph S. Lady Sueerwell! Gads life! she must not 
eome Lere! [Exit Servant , l.] Gentlemen , I beg pardon — 
I must wait on you down stairs : here is a person come 
on particular business. 

Charles S. Well , you can see him in another room. Sir 
Peter and I have not met a long time, and I have some- 
thing to say to him. 

Joseph S. They nnist not be left together. [Aside."] I'll 

send Lady Sueerwell away» andrelura directly. fiir 

Peter, not a word of the French milliner. [Apart to Sir 
Peter, and goes out^ l.] 

Sm P. [Crossing to Joseph,"] — I! not for the world! — 
[ApaiH to Joseph,] — Ah! Charles, if you associated more 
with your brother, one might indeed hope for your refor- 
■fation. He is a man of sentiment — Well, there is no- 
thing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment! 

Charles S. Pshaw ! he is too moral by half— and so ap- 
prehensive of his good name , as he calls it, that he would 
as soon let a priest into his house as a weneh. 

Sir P. No, no. — Come, come, — youwi«ng him.-*-Koj 
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nol Joseph is no rake, but be is no such saint either, in 

thai respect. 1 have a great mind to tell him — we 

^ould have such a laugh at Joseph. ^Aside. 

. .Charles S. Oh , hang him ! He's a very anchorite , a 
young, hermit. 

Sir p. Hark'ee — you must not abuse him: he may 
chance to hear of it again , I promise you. 

Charles S. Why , you won't tell him? 

Sir p. No — but — tins way. Egad, Til tell him. — 
l^ABideJ] Hark'ee — have you a mind to have a good laugh 
at Joseph? 

CaARLES S. I should like it of all things. 

Sir P. Then, i'faith, we will — I'll be quit with him for 
discovering me— He had a girl with him when I called. 

Charles S. What! Joseph? — you jest. 

Sir P. Hush!— a little French milliner— and the best 
of the jest is — she's in the room now. 

Charles S. The devil she is I ILooking at closet. 

Sir P, Hush ! I tell you ! [Points to screen, 

Charles S» Behind the screen ! 'Slife, let us unveil. 

Sir P. No, no — he's coming — you sha* n't, indeed ! 

Charles S. O, egad, we'll have a peep at the little 
milliner! 

lEndeavouring to get towards screen ^ Sir P, preventing. 

Sir p. Not for the world — Joseph will never forgive 
me — 

Charles S. I'll stand by you — 

Sir p. Odds , here he is! {Joseph Surface enters unjust 
as Charles Surface throws down the screen, "i 

Charles S. <c.) Lady Teazle! by all that's wonderful ! 

Sir p. (r.) Lady Teazle! by all that's damnable! 

Charles S. Sir Peter, this is one of the smartest French 
milliners I ever saw. Egad, you seem all to have been 
diverting yourselves here at hide and seek , and I don't 
see wlio is out of the secret. — Shall I beg your ladyship 
to inform me? Not a word ! — Brother , will you be pleased 
10 explain this mailer? What! is Morality dumb too? 
—Sir Peter , though I found you in the dark , perhaps you 

Digitized by Google 



FOR SCANDAL. 71 

are not so now! All mute! — ^Well — though I can make 
nolhiog of the affair. I suppose you perfectly uoderstand 
one another — so V\l leave you to yourselves — [Going,'] 
Brother, Tm sorry to find you have given that worthy 
man grounds for so much uneasiness. — Sir Peter ! there's 
nothing in the world so nohle as a man of sentiment [Exit 
Chai'les , l. They stand for some time lookbig at each 
other, 

Joseph S. (l.) Sir Peter — notwithstanding— I confess 
— that appearances are against me — if you will afford me 
your patience — I make no doubt — but I shall explain 
every thing to your satisfaction. 
Sir p. (r.) If you please , sir. 

Joseph S. The fact is , sir, that Lady Teazle, knowing 
roy pretensions to your ward Maria — I say sir, Lady 
Teazle , being apprehensive of the jealousy of your tem* 
per — and knowing my friendship to the family — she, sir, 
I say, — called here — in order that — I mightexplain these 
pretensions — but on your coming — being apprehensive — 
as I said — of your jealousy — she withdrew — and this, you 
may depend on it , is the whole truth of the matter. 

Su P. A very clear account, upon my word ; and I dare 
swear the lady will vouch for every article of it. 
LadyT. [Coming fonvtird,'] For not one word of it, Sir 
Peter ! 

Sir p. How ! don't you think it worth while to agree in 
the lie ! 

Lady T. There is not one syllable of truth in what that 
gentleman has told you. 

Sir p. I believe you , upon my soul , ma'am ! 
Joseph S. [Aside,'] — 'Sdeath , madam , will you betray 
.me? 

/ Lady T. Good Mr Hypocrite , by your leave , FU speak 
I for myself. 

Sir p. Ay, let her alone, sir; you'll find she'll make 

j out a better story than you , without prompting. 

I . Lady T. Hear me , Sir Peter ! — I eame hither on no 

matter relating to your ward , and even ignorant of this 

jgeulleman's pretensions to her. But I c^me seduced by 
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bis insidious argoiiaenU, at least to listen to his {>Tetoii- 
ded passion , if not to sacrifice your honour to his ba> 
seness. 

Sir p. Now , I believe , the truth is coming , indeed ! 

Joseph S. The woman's mad ! 

Lady T, No , sir , — she has recovered her senses, and 
your own arts have furnished her with the ffi&ans. — Sir 
Peter , I do not expect you to credit me — but the ten- 
derness you expressed for me , when lam sure you could 
»ot think I 'Was a witness to it, has penetrated to my heart, 
that had I left the place without the shame of this disco- 
very , my future life should have spoken the sincerity of 
my gratitude. [^Crosses to l.] As for that smooth-tongued 
hypocrite , who would have seduced the wife of his too 
eredulous friend, while he affected honourable addresses 
to Ips ward — I behold him now in a light so truly despi- 
cable , that I shall nejFer again respect myself for having 
listened to him. [Exit Lady Teazle , l. 

Joseph S. Notwithstanding all this , Sir Peter, Heaven 
knows — 

SiR-P. ICrostes , l.] That yoj are a villain ! and so I 
leave you to your conscience. 

Joseph S. You are loo rash , Sir Peter ; you shall hear 
me.-7-^The man who shuts out conviction by refusing to — 

8iR P. , damn your sentiments! 

[Exeunt Sir Peter and Surface , talking , l. 

ACT. V. 

^ENE I. — The Library, 
Enter Joseph Surface and Servant, l. 

Joseph S. Mr. Stanley ! — and why should you think I 
Y^ould see him ? You must know he comes to ask some- 
thing. 

SsRVi Sir , I should not have let him in , but that Mr. 
Kowley came to the door with him. 

Josephs. Pshaw! blockhead! to suppose that I should 
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«ow be in a tenper to receive yisils from poor relttions ! 
— - Well , why don't you show the fellow up ? 

Sbrv. I will , sir. — Why , sir, it was oot my fault that 
Sir Peter discoTered my lady — 

Josephs. Go , fool ! {Exit Servant , l.] — Sure Fortune 
never played a man of my policy such a trick before. My 
character with Sir Peter, my hopes with Maria, destroyed 
in a moment ! Vm in a rare humou^ to listen to other 
people's distresses ! I 8ha'n't^e~able to bestow even « be- 
Bevolent sentiment on Stanley. — So! here he comes, and 
Rowley with him. I must try to recover myself, and put 
a little cha^rity into my face , however. [Exit , r. 

Entei' Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley , l. 

Sir 0. What ! does he avoid us ! — That was he , waa H 
yes? 

Row. It was , sir. But I doubt you are come a little too 
abruptly. His nerves are so weak , that the sight of a poor 
relation may be too much for him. I should have gone 
first to break it to him. 

Sir. O. (r.) O « plague of his nerves i Yet this is he 
whom Sir Peter extols as a man of the most benevolent 
^ay of thinking ! 

Row. (l.) As to bis way of thinking , I cannot pretend 
to decide ; for , to do him justice, he appears to hav« aa 
much speculative benevolence as any private gentleman 
in the kingdom , though he is seldom so sensual as to 
indulge himself in the ex^rdse of it. 

Sir 0. yet be as a string of charitable sentiments I sup- 
pose , at his fingers' ends. 

Row. Or rather , at his tongue's end , Sir Oliver ; to 
I believe there is no sentiment he haa such faith in as that 
•' Charity begins at home." 

Sir 0. And his, I presume, is of that domestic smrt 
which never stirs abroad ataU* 

Row. I doubt you'll find it 90 ;— but he's comin^f. | 
mustn't seem to interruptyou;and you know immediately 
as you leave him » I come in to amnQune^ your arrtiid in 
your real character. 

3 
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Sir 0. True ; and afterwards you'll meet me at Sir 
Peter's. 

Row. Without losing a moment. [Exit , l . 

Su O. I don't like the complaisance of his features. 

^MT Enter Joseph Surface , r. 

Joseph S. (r.) Sir , I beg you ten thousand pardons for 
keeping you a moment waiting— Mr. Stanley, Iprcsume. — 

SirO. (l.) At your service. 

Joseph S. Sir , I beg you will do me the honour to sit 
down — I entreat you , sir ! 

Sir 0. Dear sir — ^there's no occasion — too civil by 
half! lAside. 

Joseph S. I have not the pleasure of knowing you» Mr. 
Stanley ; but I am extremely happy to see you look so 
well* You were nearly related to my mother , Mr. Stan- 
ley , I think ? 

Sir 0. 1 was, sir ; — so nearly that my present poverty, 
I iear, may do discredit to her wealthy children , else I 
should not have presumed to trouble you. 

Joseph S. Bear sir , there needs no apology : — he that 
SB in distress, though a stranger* has a right to claim kin- 
dred with the wealthy. I am sure I wish I was one of 
that class , and "had it in my power to offer you even a 
small relief. 

Sm 0. If yoiur uncle , Sir Oliver, were here , I should 
have a friend. 

Joseph S. I wish he was, sir, with all my heart: you 
should not want an advocate with him , believe me , sir. 

Sir O. I should not need one — my distresses would 
recommend me. But I imagined his bounty would enable 
you to become the agent of his diarity. 

Joseph S.My dear sir , you were strangely misinformed. 
Sir Oliver is a worthy man , a very worthy man ; but ava* 
rice , Mr. Stanley , is the vice of age. I will tell you, my 
good sir , in confidence , what he has done for me has 
been am^renothing; though people, I know, have thought 
otherwise ; and, for my part, I never chose to contradict 
the report. 
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Sn 0. "What! has he never transmitted you bullioii^ 
pees — pagodas ? 

Joseph S. O , dear sir, nothing of the kind : — No, no— ^ 
a few presents now and then — china , shawls , congoa 
tea , avadavats , and Indian crackers — little more , be- 
lieve me. 

Sir 0. Here's gratitude for twelve thousand pounds ! — 
Avadavats and Indian crackers ! [Aside. 

Joseph S. (rJ Then, my dear sir , you have heard , I 
doubt not , of the extravagance of my brother : there are 
very few would credit what I have done for that unfortu- 
nate young man. 
m Sir 0. (l.) Not I, for one ! [Aside. 

Joseph S. The sums I have lent him! — Indeed, I have 
been exceedingly to blame ; it was an amiable weakness: 
however, I don't pretend to defend it, — and now I feel 
it doubly culpable , since it has deprived me of the plea- 
sure of serving you , Mr. Stanley^ as my heart dictates. 

Sir 0. Dissembler ! [Aside] — Then , sir , you can't as- 
sist me ? 

Joseph S. At present , it grieves me to say , I cannot ; 
but , whenever I have ttte ability , you may depend upon • 
hearing from me. 

Sir 0. 1 am extremely sorry — 

Joseph S. Not more than I , believe me ; to pity, with- 
out the power to relieve , is slill more painful than to ask 
and be denied. 
Sm 0. Kind sir , your most obedient humble servant. 

Joseph S. You leave me deeply affected , Mr. Stanley. , 
William be ready to open the door. 

Sir O. , dear sir , no ceremony. 

Joseph S. Your very obedient. 

Sir 0. Sir, your most obsequious. 

Joseph S. You may depend upon hearing from me , 
whenever I can be of service. 

Sir O. Sweet sir, you are too good ! 

Joseph S. In the mean time , I wish you health and spi- 
rits. 

Sir 0. Your ever grateful and perpetual humble servant. 
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Joseph S. Sir ; yours as sincerily. 

Sir 0. Now y am satisfied. [Aside ; Exit , l. 

Joseph S. This is one bad effect of a good character ; it 
invites application from the unfortunate , and there needs 
no small degree of address to gain the reputation of bene- 
volence without incurring the expense. The silver ore of 
pure charity is an expensive article in the catalogue of a 
man's good qualities ; whereas the sentinental French 
plate I use instead of it, makes just as good a shpw^ apd 
pays no tax. 

Enter Rowley, l. 

Row. (l.) Mr. Surface, your servant: I was apprehen- 
sive of interrupting you, though my business demands 
immediate attention, as this note will inform you. 

Joseph S. (r.) Always happy to see Mr. Rowley, — a 
rascal! [Aside — Reads the letter. "], — Sir Oliver Surface! — • 
My uncle arrived! 

Row. He is , indeed: we have just parted with him — 
quite well , after a speedy voyage , and impatient to em- 
brace his worthy nephew ! 

Joseph S. I am anstonished!— William! stop Mr. Stan- 
ley , if he*s not gone. 

Row. Oh! he's out of reach, I believe. 

Joseph S. Why did you not let me know this when you 
came in together? 

Row. I thought you had particular business; — but I 
must be gone to inform your brother , and appoint him 
here to meet your uncle. He will be with you in a quar- 
ter of an hour. 

Joseph S. So he says. Well, I am strangely overjoyed 

at his coming. Never , to be sure , was any thing so 

damned unlucky. {Aside. 

Row. You will be delighted to see how well he looks. 

Joseph S. Oh! 1 am overjoyed to hear it Just at 

this time ! [Aside. 

Row. rU tell him how impatiently you expect him. 

[ExU^ I, 

Joseph S. Do, do; pray give my best duty and affection. 
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Indeed, I catmot express the sensationsl feel at the thought 
of seeing him — Certainly his coming just at this time is 
the cruellest piece of ill-fortune I [Exit^ k, 

SCENE n.—Sir Peter Teazle^s.^^^ 
Enter Maid and Mrs. Cakdocr. 

Mah). (r.) Indeed , ma'am , my lady will see nobody at 
present. 

Mrs. C. (l.) Did you tell her it was her friend , Mrs. 
Candour? 

Maid. Yes ma'am ; but she begs you will excuse her. 

Mrs. C. Do go again ,— I shall be glad to see her , if it 
be only for a moment , for 1 am sure she must be in great 
distress. [Exit Maid r.] Dear heart , how provoking I I*m 
not mistress of half the circumstances ! We shall have the 
whole affair in the newspapers , with the names of the 
parties.at length, before I have dropped the story at a do- 
zen houses. 

Enter Su Benjamin Backbitb » l. 

Oh , dear Sir Benjamin ! you have heard , I suppose — 
Sir B. (l.) Of Lady Teazle and Mr. Surface — 
Mrs. C. (r.) And Sir Peter's discovery — 
Sir B. ! the strangest piece of business, to be sure ! 
Mrs. C. Well , I never was so surprised in my life, I 
am so sorry for all parties, indeed. 

Sir B. Now I don't pity Sir Peter at all : he was so ex- 
travagantly pkrtial to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. C. Mr. Surface ! Why , 'twas with Charles , Lady 
Teazle was detected. 

Sir B. No such thing , I tell you — Mr. Surface is the 
gallant. 

Mrs. C. No, no, Charles is the man. 'Twas Mr. Sur- 
face brought Sir Peter on purpose to discover them. 
Sir B. 1 tell you I had it from one — 
Mrs. C. And I have it from one — 
Sir B. Who had it firorii one, who had it— 
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Mrs. C. From one immediately — but here comes Lad/ 
Sneerwell; perhaps she knows the whole aSair. 

[Crosses , c. 

Enter Ladt Sneekwell , l. 

Ladt S. SOy mj dear Mrs. Candour, here's a sad affair 
of our Mend Teazle. 

Mrs. G. (g.)Aj, my dear friend, who would have 
thought — 

Ladt S. (l.) Well, there is no trusting appearances; 
though , indeed y she was always too lively for me. 

Mrs. G. To be sure , her manners were a little too free : 
but then she was so young ! 

Ladt S. And had , indeed , some good qualities. 

Mrs. G. So she had, indeed. But have you heard the 
particulars? 

Ladt S. No; but every body says that Mr. Surface — 

Sir B. (r.) Ay , there ; I lold you Mr. Surface was the 
man. 

Mrs. C. No, no : indeed the assignation was with Char- 
les. 

Ladt S. With Chlarles! You alarm me, Mrs. Candour! 

Mrs G. Yes , yes, he was the lover. Mr. Surface , to do 
him justice , was only the informer. 

Sir. B. Well, Til not dispute with you, Mrs. Candour; 
but , be it which it may , I hope that Sir Peter's wound 
will not — 

Mrs. C. Sir Peter's wound ! mercy ! I didn't hear a 
word of their fighting. 

Ladt S. Nor I a syllable. 

Sir B. No ! what, no mention of the duel? ICrosses, c. 

Mrs. C. (r.) Not a word. 

Sir. B. (c.) 0,yes : they fought before they left the 
room. 

Lady S. (d.) Pray, let us hear. 

Mrs. C. Ay, do oblige us with the duel. 

Sir B. « Sir, » says Sir Peter, immediately after the 
discovery , « you are a most ungrateful fellow. » 

Mrs. C. Ay, to Charles— 
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Sia B. No» no— to fifr. Surface — » a most ungrateful 
fellow ; and old as I am , sir, » says he , * I insist on im- 
mediate satisfaction. » 

Mhs. C. Ay, that must ha^ been to Charles; for 'tis 
very unlikely Mr. Surface should fight in his own house. 

Sir B. Gad's life, ma'am, not at all — «Giving me im- 
mediate satisfaction. » On this , ma'am , Lady Teazle, 
seeing Sir Peter in such danger, ran out of the room in 
strong hysterics, and Charles after her,' calling out for 
hartshorn and water ; then , madam , they began, to fight 
with swords — 

Enter Gkabtrbs , l.; crosses l. c. 

Grak. With pistols , nephew — pistols : I have it from 
undoubted authority. 

Mrs. C. [Crosses to C4rabtree.] , Mr. Grabtree , then it 
is all true ! 

Grab. (l. c. Too true , indeed, madam, and Sir Peter 
is dangerously wounded — 

Sui B. (r.) By a thrust in segoon quite through his left 
side— 

Grab. By a bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Mrs. G. Mercy on mel Poor Sir Peter ! 

Grab. Yes , madam ; though Charles would have avoi- 
ded the matter , if he could. 

Mrs. G. I told you who it was ; I knew Charles was the 
person. 

Sir B. My uncle , I see, knows nothing of the matter. 

Grab. But Sir Peter taxed him with the basest ingrati- 
tude. 

Sir B. That I told you , you know — 

Grab. Do, nephew, let me speak! — and insisted on 
immediate — 

Sir B. Satisfaction Must as I said — 

Crab. Odds life, nephew , allow others to know some- 
thing too. A pair of pistols lay on the bureau, (for Mr. 
Surfoce , it seems , had come home the night before late 
from Salthill , where he had been to see the Montem with 
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ft fHeiid , who hat a son at Eton) , w , unluckily , die pis- 
tols were left charged. 

Sir B. I heard nothing of this. 

Crib. Sir Peter ibrced Charles to take one ; and they 
fired, it seems, pretty nearly together. Charles's shot took 
effect, as I tell you, and Sir Peter's missed ; but , what is 
very extraordinary, the ball strack against a little bronze 
Shakspeare that^stood over the fire-place , grazed out of 
the window at a right ailgle , and wounded the postman , 
who was just coming to the doolr with a double letter 
from Northamptonshire. 

Sm B. My uncle's account is more circumstantial , I 
confess; but I believe mine is the only true one , for all 
that. 

LioT 8. 1 am more interested in this affldr than they 

imagine , and must have better information. [Aside,'] — 

lExU Lady Sneerwell , i.. 

Sm B. Ah ! Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very easily ac- 
couiited for. 

Crab. Yes , yes , they certainly do say— but that's nei- 
ther here nor there. 

Mrs. C. But, pray , where is Sir Peter at present? 

Crab. Oh ! they brought him home , and he is now in 
the house , though the servants are ordered to deny him. 

Mas, C. I believe so , and Lady Teazle , I suppose , at- 
tending him. 

Crab. Yes , yes; and I saw one of the faculty enter just 
before me. 

Sir B. Hey ! who comes here ? 

Crab. O , this is he : the physician , depend on'ti 

Mrs. CO, certainly : it must be the physician; and 
now we shall know. 

Enter Su Oliver Surface » l. 

Crab. (r. c. Well , doctor , what hopes ? 
Mrs. C. (r.) Ay , doctor , how's your patient? 
Sm B. Now, doctor, isn^ it a wound with a small- 
tword? [Comng down fm Sir OHver^ l. 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax , for a hundred. 
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Sm O. Doctor! a wound with a small sword ! and a bul- 
let in the thorax! Cons! are you mad , good t)eople? 

Sir B. (l.) t>erhaps , sir, you are not a doctor? 

Sir 0. Truly I am to thank you for my degree if I am. 

Crab. Only a friend of Sir Peter's, then I presume* But, 
sir, you must have heard of his accident? 

Sir 0. Not a word ! 

Crab. Not of his being dangerously wounded^ 

StRO. The devil he is! 

Sir B. Run through the body — 

Crab. Shot in the breast — 

Sir B. By one Mr. Surface — 

Crab. Ay, the younger. 

Sir 0. Hey ! what the plague ! you seem to differ stran- 
gely in your accounts : however , you agree that Sir Peter 
is dangerously wounded. 

Sir B. 0, yes , we agi»ee in that. [^Crosses behind to r. 

Crab. Yes, yes, I believe there can be no doubt of that. 

Sir 0. Then , upon my word , for a person in that si- 
tuation , he is the most imprudent man alive ; for here he 
comes walking , as if nothing at all was the matter. 

Enter Sir Peteh Teazlb, %* 

Odd*8 heart , Sir Peter , you are come in good time , I 
promise you; for we had just given you over. 

Sir B. (r.) Egad, uncle , this is the most sudden reco- 
very! 

Sir 0. (l, c.) Why, map , what do you out qf bed with 
a small sword through your body , and a bullet lodged in 
your thorax? 

Sir P. (t.) A small sword, and a bullet ! 

Sir 0. Ay, these gentlemen would have killed you wi- 
thout law or physic , and wanted to dub me a' doctor, to 
make me an accomplice. 

Sir p. Why , ^hat is all this {Crosm to Sir B. 

Sm B. We rejoice , Sir Peter , that the story of the duel 
is not true, and are sincerely sorry for your other misfor- 
tune. , \_Goes up a little, 

Sm P. So , so ; all over the town already. [A^''^" 
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Grab. Though, Sir Peter, you were certainly vastly to 
blame to marry at your years. IMetires a little up* 

Su P. (r. c.) Sir, what business is that of yours? 

Mrs. G. (r.) Though, indeed, as Sir Peter made so good 
a husband , he is very much to be pitied. 

Sut P. Plague on your pity , ma'am ! I desire none of it» 
\Mr8* Candour crosses h. 

SiR B. {Advances on Us l. h.] However, Sir Peter, you 
must not mind the laughing and jest you will meet with 
on the occasion. 

Sm P. Sir, sir , I desire to be master in my own house. 

Grab« 'Tis no uncommon case, that's one comfort. 

Sm P. I insist on being left to myself : without cere- 
mony — I insist on your leaving my house directly. 

Mrs. G. Well, well, we are going, and depend on't we'll 
make the best report of it we can. 

Sir p. Leave my house ! 

Crab. And tell how hardly you've been treated — 

Sir p. Leave my house ! 

Sr 6. And how patiently your bear it. 

[Exeunt Mrs, Candour , Sir Benjamin ^ and Crabtree l. 

Sm P. Leave my house! — Fiends! vipers! furies! Oh! 
that their own v^nom would choke them ! ICrosseSt l. 

Sm 0. They are very provoking , indeed. Sir Peter. 

Enter Rowlet, l. 

Row. I heard high words : what has ruffled you, sir? 

Sm P. (c.) Pshaw ! what signifies asking ? Do I ever pass 
a day without my vexations? 

Row. Well , I'm not inquisitive. 

Sm 0. (r.) Well , I am not inquisitive; I come only to 
tell you that I have seen both my nephews in the manner 
we proposed. 

Sm P. A precious couple they are ! 

Row. Yes , and Sir Oliver is convinced that your j udge- 
ment was right. Sir Peter. 

Sm 0. Yes, I find Joseph is indeed the man ? after all. 

Row. Ay, as Sir Peter says , he is a man of sentiment. 

^"t O. And acts up to the sentiments he professes. 
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Row. It certainly is edification to hear him talk. 

Sir 0. Oh , he's |a model for the young men of the 
age! — But how's this. Sir Peter? You don't join us in 
your frien4 Joseph's praise , as I expected. 

6m P. (c.) Sir Oliver , we live in a damned wicked 
world y and the fewer we praise the better. 

Row. (l.) What! do you say so. Sir Peter, who were 
never mistaken in your Ufe ? 

Sir p. (c.) Pshaw! Plague on you both! I see by your 
sneering you have heard the whole afTair. I shall go mad 
among you ! 

Row. Then , to firet you no longer. Sir Peter, we are 
indeed acquainted with it all. I met Lady Teazle coming 
from Mr. Surface's so humble , that she deigned to request 
me to be her advocate with you. 

Sir p. And does Sir Oliver knew all this? 

Sir 0. Every circumstance. 

Sir p. What of the closet and the screen, hey? 

Sir 0. Yes, yes, and the little French milliner. 0,1 ha- 
ve been vastly diverted with the story ! Ha! ha i ha! .. 

Su P. *Twas very pleasant. 

Sir 0. 1 never laughed more in my life. I assure you : 
Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir P. O. vastly diverting! Ha! ha! ha! 

Row. To be sure , Joseph with his sentiments ! Ha ! ha ! 
ha! 

Su P. Yes, yes, his sentiments! Ha! ha! ha! Hypo- 
critical villain ! 

Sir 0. Ay, and that rogue Charles to pull Sir Peter out 
of the closet : Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir p. Ha! ha ! 'Twas devilish entertaining, to be sure ! 

Sir O. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Egad , Sir Peter , I should like to 
have seen your face when the screen was thrown down. 
Ha! ha! 

Sir P. Yes, yes , my face when the screen was thrown 
down : Ha! ha! ha! Oh, I must never show my head 
again ! 

Sir 0. But come , come ; it isn't fair to laugh at you 
neither, my old friend; though, upon my soul 9 1 can't 

P ' * gitized by Google 



84 THE SCHOOL 

■•^^ Sir p. pray don't irestrain your mirth on my account : 
it does not hurt me at all ! I laugh at the vhole aflair my- 
self. Yes yes, I think being a standiilg jest for all one's ac- 
quaintance a tery happy situation. yes, and then of a 
morning to read the paragraph about Mr. S — ^ — , Lady 
T , and Sir P , will be so entertaining ! 1 shall cer- 
tainly leave town to-morrow , and never look mankind in 
the face again. [^Cro^es , r. 

Row. (c.) Without affectation , Sir Peter , you may de- 
spise the ridicule of fools': bull see Lady Teazle going 
towards the next room ; I am sure you must desire a re- 
conciliation as earnestly as she does. 

Sttt 0. Perhaps my being here prevents her coming to 
you. ^Crosses , l.] Well , 1*11 leave honest Rowley to me- 
diate between you ; but he must bring you all presentljr 
. S to Mr. Surface's, where I am now returning, if not to rq- 
'^"^ claim a libertine , at least to expose hypocrisy. [Exii^ l. 
^ Sir P. Ah , Til be present at your discovering yourself 

\^ there with all my heart; though 'tis a vile unlucky place 
> for discoveries. She is not coming here , you see, Rowley., 
^% Rlw. No , but she has left the door of that room open , 

■^ you perceive. See, she is in tears. 

Sui P. Certainly a little mortification appears very be- 
coming in a wife. Don't you think it will ao her good ta 
let her pine a little? 
Row. Oh , this is ungenerous in you ! 
Sir p. Well , I know not what to think. You remember 
the letter I found of hers, evidenty intended for Charles? 
Row. A mere forgery , Sir Peter , laid in your way on 
purpose. This is one of the points which I ibtend Snake 
shall give you conviction of. 

Sir p. I wish I were once satisfied of that. She looks 
this way. What a remarkably elegant turn of the head she 
has! Rowley, Til go to her. 
Row. Certainly. 

Sir p. Though when it is known that we are reconciled, 
people'will laugh at me ten times more. 

Row. Let them laugh, and retort their malice only by 
showing them you are happy in spite of it. 
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8a p. TfHih i 80 I vill ! and, if I'm not mistaken , we 
may yet be the happiest'couple in the country. 

Row. Nay, Sir Peter, he who once lays aside suspi- 
cion — 

Sir p. Hold, master Rowley! If you have any regard 
for me, never let me hear you utter any thing like a sen- 
timent : I have had enough of them to serve me the rest 
of my life. [Exeunt , r. 

*■*** SCENE in.— TAc Library^ 

Enter Ladt Sheerwell and Joseph Surface , l. 

Lady S. Impossible! Will not Sir Petej immediately 
be reconciled to Charles , and of consequence no longer 
oppose his union with Maria ? The thought is e5§traction 
tome. 

Joseph S* Can passion furnish a remedy? 

Ladt S. No , nor cunning neither. ! I was a fool an 
idiot , to league with such a blunderer ! 

Joseph S. Sure , Lady Sneerwell , I am the greatiist suf- 
ferer; yet you see I bear the accident with calmnfess. Well, 
I admit I have been to blame;! confess I deviated ^ from 
the direct road of ivrong, but I don't think we^re do totally 
defeated neither. 

Lady S. No! 

Joseph. S. You tell me you have made a trial Of Snake 
since we met , and that yoii still beii&ve him faithful to 
us. 

La©t S. I do believe. 

Joseph S. And that he has undertaken , should it be 
necessary , to swear and prove , that Charles is at this time 
contracted by vows and honour to your ladyship, which 
some of his former letters to you will serve to Support. 

Ladt S. This indeed, might have assisted. 

Joseph S. Come, come > it is not too late yet. [Knocking 
at the door, l.] But hark! this is probably my uncle, Sir 
Oliver : retire to that room ; we'll consult farther when he 
is gone. 

Ladt S. Well, but it he should find you out , too ? 
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Joseph S. Oh , I have no fear of that. Sir Peter will 
hold his tongue for bis own credit's sake — ^and you may 
depend on it, I shall soon discover Sir Oliver's weak side ! 

Ladt S. I have no diffidence of your abilities , only be 
constant to one roguery at a time. [Exit Lady Sneerwell, a. 

Joseph S. I will, I will. So! 'tis confounded hard, 
after such bad fortune , to be baited by pne^s confederate 
in evil. Well, at all events, my character is so much bet- 
ter than Charles's, that I certainly — Hey! — ^what!— 'this 
is not Sir Oliver, but old Stanley again. Plague on't! that 
be should return to teaze me just now — I shall have Sir 
Oliver come and find him h6re ^and — 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface , l* ^'^ 

Gad's life, Mr. Stanley, why have you come back to plague 
me at this time? You must not stay now, upon my word. 

Sir 0. (l.) Sir, I hear your uncle Oliver is expected 
here , and though he has been so penurionsr to you I'll 
try what he'll do for me. 

Joseph S. (r.) Sir , 'tis impossible for you to stay now, 
so I must beg — Come any other time, and I promise 
you, you shall be assisted. 

Sir 0. No : Sir Oliver and I must be acquainted. 

Joseph S. Zounds, sir ! then I insist on your quitting the 
room directly. 

Sir 0. Nay, sir — 

Joseph S. Sir, I insist on't: here, William ! show this 
gentleman out. Since you compel me, sir, — not one mo- 
ment — this in such insolence ! IGoing to push htm out f l. 

Enter Charles Surface, l. 

Charles S.. Hey day! what's the matter now ! What the 
devil , have you got hold of my little broker here? Zounds, 
brother ! don't hurt little Premium* [Crosses , c.) What's 
-the matter » my little fellow? 

Joseph S. (r.) So ! he has been with you too ,^ has he? 

Charles S. (c.) fo be sure he has. Why, he'»as honest 
a little — But sure, Joseph, you have not been borrow- 
ing money too, have you? 
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Joseph S. Borrowing! No! But, brother, you know we 
expect Sir Oliver here every — 

Charles S. O Gad, that's true! NoU mustn't find the 
little broker here, to be sure? 

Joseph S. Yet Mr. Stanley insists — 

Charles S. Stanley ! why his name's Premium. 

Joseph S. No , sir , Stanley. 

Charles S. No , no , Premium. 

Joseph S. Well , no matter which — but — 

Charkes S. Ay, ay, Stanley or Premium, 'tis the same 
thing , as you say ; for I suppose he goes by half a hundred 
names, besides A. B. at the coffee-house. 

Joseph S. 'Sdeath ! here's Sir Oliver at the door. Now 
I beg, Mr. Stanley — 

Charles S. Ay ; ay , and I beg , Mr. Premium — 

Sm 0. Gentlemen — 

Joseph S. Sir , by heaven you shall go ! 

Charles S. Ay, out with him, certainly! 

Sir 0. This violence — 

Joseph S. Sir , 'tis your own fault. 

Charles S. Out with him , to be sure. 

[Both forcing Sir Oliver out , l* 
Enter Lady Teazle and Sm Peter, Maru, and 

Rowley l» -^ 

Sir p. My old friend. Sir Oliver — hey! What in the 
name of wonder — here are dutiful nephews — assault their 
uncle at a first visit! 

Lady T. Indeed, Sir Oliver, 'twas well we came in to 
rescue you. 

Row. Truly, it was; for I perceive. Sir Oliver, the 
character of old Stanley was no protection to you. 

Sir 0. Nor of Premium either; the necessities of the 
former could not extort a shilling from that benevolent 
gentleman ; and with the other , I stood a chance of faring 
worse than my ancestors , and being knocked down with- 
out being bid for. 

Joseph S. (r.) Charles! 

Charles S. (r.) Joseph! 
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JosEM S. tis now complete! 
Charles S. Very ! 

Sir 0. (c.) Sit Peter, my friend, and Rowley too— look 
on that elder nephew of mine. You know what he has al- 
ready received from my bounty ; and you also know how 
gladly I would have regarded half my fortune as held in 
. \ trust for him : judge then my disappointment in discover- 
2 ing him to be destitute of truth, charity, and gratitude. 
\] Sir p. Sir Oliver, I should be more surprised at this 
\- declaration , if I had not myself found him to be selfish, 
-^ treacherous , and hypocritical. 

/^ Lady T. But if the gentleman pleads not guilty to these, 

pray let him call me to his character. 

Sir p. Then , I believe , we need add no more : if he 
knows himself, he will consider it as the most perfect 
punishment, that he is known to the world. 

Charles S. If they talk this way to honesty , what will 

they say to me, by and bye? \_Aside, 

[Sir Peter , Lady Teazle , and Maria , i^tire* 

Sm 0. As for that pfodigal , his brother , there — 

Charles S. Ay, now comes my turn : the damned family 

pictures will ruin me. [Aside, 

Joseph S. Sir Oliver — uncle , will you honour me with a 



\ 



hearing? 
X Charles 



Charles S. Now if Joseph would make one of his long 
speeches, I might recollect myself a little. 

[Aside, 

Sir 0. 1 suppose you would undertake to justify your- 
self? [To Joseph, 

Joseph S. I trust I could. 

Sir 0. Nay, if you desert your roguery in its distress , 
and try to be justified — you have even less principle than 
I thought you had. [To Charles J\ Well, sir! you could 
justify yourself too, I suppose? 

Charles S. Not that I know of. Sir Oliver. 

Sm 0. What!— Little Premium has been let too much 
into the secret, I suppose? 

Charles S. True , sir ; but they ytere family secrets , and 
«hould not be mentioned again , you know. 
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Row, Come, Sir Oliver, I kqow you cannot speak of 
Charles's follies with anger. 

Sir 0. Odd's heart, no more I can; nor with gravitj 
either. Sir Peter, do you know , the rogue bargained with 
me for all his ancestors ; sold me judges and generals by 
the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as broken china i 

Charles S. To be sure. Sir Oliyer, I did make a little 
free with the family canyass, that's the truth on't. My 
ancestors may certainly rise up in judgment against me ; 
there's no denying it; but belieye me sincere when I tell 
you — and upon my soul I would not say so if I was not 
— that if I do not appear mortified at the exposure of n^y 
follies, it is because I feel at this moment the warmest sa* 
tisfaction in seeing you , my liberal benefactor. 

Sir 0. Charles, I believe you ; give mo your hand again : 
^ the ilMookiog little fellow over the settee has made your 
peace. 

Charles S. Then , sir, my gratitude to the original is 
still increased. 

Ladt T. [Advancing , c. , Maria on her left hand,"] Yet , I 
believe , Sir Oliver , here is one whom Charles is still moie 
anxious to be reconciled to. 

Sut 0. Oh, I have heard of his attachment there , and, 
with the young lady's pardon , if I construe rightr-that 
•—blush — 

Sir p. Well, child, speak your sentiments! 

Maria. Sir, I have little to say^ bdt that I shall rejoice 
to hear that he is happy ; for me — whatever claim I had to 
his attention , I willingly resign to one who has a better 
title. 
V Charles S. How, Maria! 

/" Sir P. Hey day! what's the mystery now ?-~ While he 
appeared an incorrigible rake, you would give your hand 
to no one else ; and now that he is likely to reform , I'll 
warrant you won't have him. 

Maria. His own heart and Lady Sneerwell know the 
cause. 

CuiRLEs JS. Lady Sneerwell! 

Joseph S. (r.) Brother, it is with great concern I ant 
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obliged to speak on this point, but my regard to justice 
compels me , and Lady Sneerwell's injuries can no longer 
be concealed. lOpens the dow , r. 

Enter Laot Sneehwell, r. 

Sir P. So! another French milliner! Egad, he has one 
in every room in the house, I suppose. 

Ladt S. Ungrateful Charles! Well may you be sur- 
prised , and feel for the indelicate situation your perfidy 
has forced me into. 

Charles S. Pray, uncle, is this another plot of yours? 
For, as I have life, I don't understand it. 

Joseph S. I believe , sir , there is but evidence of one 
person more necessary to make it extremely clear. 
~ Sm P. And that person , I imagine , is Mr. Snake. Row- 
ley , you were perfectly right to bring him with us , and 
pray let him appear. 

Row. Walk in, Mr. Snake. 

Enter Snake , %. 

I thought his testimony might be wanted : however , it hap- 
pens unluckily, that he comes to confront Lady Sneer- 
well , not to support her. 

Ladt S. (r.) a villain! Treacherous to me at last ! — 

' Speak , fellow ; have you , too , conspired against me ? 

s«^ Snake, (l.) I beg jour ladyship ten thousand pardons: 

you paid me extremely liberally for the lie in question ; 

but I, unfortunately, have been offered double to speak 

the truth. 

Sm P. Plod and counter-plot ! I wish your ladyship joy 
of your negociation. 

Ladt S. {Crosm , l.) The torments of shame and dis- 
appointement on you all ! 

Ladt T. Hold , Lady Sneerwell : before you go , let me 
thank you for the trouble you and that gentleman have 
taken , in writing letters from me to Charles, and answe- 
ring them yourself; and let me also request you to make 
my respects to the scandalous college , of which you are 
president , and inform them , that Lady Teazle , licentiate. 
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begs leaTe to return the diploma they granted h4r » as she 
leaves off practice , and kills characters no longer 

liADT S. You, too, madam— provoking — insolent. — 
May jour husband live these fifty years ! [Exit , t. 

Sir p. Oons! what a fury ! 

Lady T. A malicious creature, indeed! 

Sir P. [On Lady Teazle* t rl^AiAond] What » Not for her 
last wish ? 

IjAot T. no ! 

Sn O. Well , sir , and what have yon to say now? 

Joseph S. Sir , I am so confounded , to find that Lady 
Sneerwell could be guilty of suborning Mr. Snake in this 
manner , to impose on us all , that I know not what to say : 
however, lest her revengeful spirit should prompt her to 
injure my brother , I had certainly better follow her di- 
rectly. For the nmn who attempts to — 

[Crosses and ea^l, i.. 

StaP. Moral to the last! 

Sir 0. Ay , and marry her, — Joseph , if you can. Egad! 
you'll do very well together. 

Row. 1 believe we have no more occasion for Mr. Snake, 
at present. 

S2IAKE. (l.) Before I go, I beg pardon once for all, for 
whatever uneasiness I have been the humble instrument 
of causing to the parties present. 
»■** Sir P. Well , well , you have made atonement by a good 
deed at last. 

Snake. But I must request of the company , that it shall 
never be known. 

Sir p. Hey — What the plague I — Are you ashamed of 
having done a right thing once in your life? 

Snake. Ah , sir , consider , — I live by the badness of my 
character; and if it were once known that I had been 
betrayed into an honest action , I should lose every friend 
I iiave in the world. [Exitj l. 

Sir 0. Well , well ; we'll not traduce you by saying any 
thing in your praise, never fear. 

Last T. See , Sir Oliver , there needs no persuasion now 
to reconcile your nephew and Maria. 
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Sir 0. Ay , aj , that's as it should be ; and , egad , well 
have the iwedding to morrow morniDg. 

Charlss S. Thank you , dear uncle ! 

Sir p. What, you rogue ! don't you ask the girl's con- 
sent first ! 

Charles S. Oh , I have done that a long time — a minute 
ago — and she has looked yes. 

Maria. For shame, Charles! — I protest, Sir Peter, 
there has not been a word. 

Sn 0* Well , then , the fewer the better ; — may your 
love for eachother never know abatement ! 

Sir p. And may you live as happily together as Lady 
Teazle and I intend to do.! 

Charles S. Rowley, my old friend, I am sure you con- 
gratulate me : and I suspect that I owe you much. 

Sir P, Ay , honest Rowley always said you would reform. 

Charles S. Why as to reforming. Sir Peter , I'll make, 
no promises , and that I take to be a proof that I intend 
to set about it ; but here shall be my monitor — my gentle 
guide — Ah! can I leave the virtuous path those eyes illu- 
mine? 

Though thouy dear maid, should'st wave thy beauty's sway. 
Thou still must rule , because I will obey : 
An humble fugitive from Folly view. 
No sanctuary near but Love and you ; [To the audience. 
You can , Indeed , each anxious fear remove , 
For even Scandal diek, if you approve. 
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BT MR. CpLllAlf< 

Spoken by Lady Teazle, 

I, ^lio was late so yolatile and gay , 
Like a trade wind must now blow aU one way 
Bend all my cares , my studies , and my tows. 
To one dull rusty weathercock — my spouse ! 
So wilU our virtuous bard — the motley Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays ! 
Old bachelors , who marry smart young wives , 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives : 
Each bring. his dear to town , all faults upon her^— 
London will prove the very source of honour. 
Plunged fairly in ,, like a cold bath it serves , 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves : 
Such is my case ; and yet I must deplore — 
-That the gay dream of dissipation 's o*er« 
And say, ye fair! was ever lively wife^ 
Born with a genius for the highest life , 
Like me , untimely blasted in her bloom ? 
Like me , condemned to such a dismal doom ? 
Save money — when I just knew how to waste itf 
Leave London — just as I began to taste it! 

Must I, then , watch the early crowing cock. 
The melancholy ticking of a clock; 
In a lone rustic hall for ever pounded , 
With dogs, cast , rau , and squalling brats surroundedr 
With humble curate can I now retire , 
(While good Sir Peter boozes with the squire ,) 
And at backgammon mortify my soul, 
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That pants for loo , or flutters at a yole ? 

SeTen*stbe main ! Dear sound ^tliat must expire , 

Lost at hot cockles round a Christmas fire ! 

The transient hour of fashion too soon spent , 

Farewell the tranquil mind 9 farewell content ! 

Farewell the plumed head , the cushioned t^te , 

That takes the cushion from its proper seat ! 

That spirit-stirring druto !— caliti-drum I mean! 

Spadille — odd trick — pam — basto — king and queen 

And you, ye knockers, that, with bnizeli throat. 

The welcome visiters' approach denote ; 

Farewell all quality of high renown , 

Pride , pomp , and circumstance of glorious towb ! 

Farewell ! your nireh I partake no more , 

And Lady Teazle's occupation's o'er! 

All this I told our bard ; he smiled , and Said't4va8 clear , 

I ought to play deep tragedy next year. 

Meanwhile he drew wise morald from his play. 

And in these solemn periods stalk'd away : 

Blest were the fair like you ; her faults who stopt. 

And closed her follies when the curtain dropt! 

No more in vice or error to engage , 

Or play the fool at lidrge <m life's grdat stage. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 

Sir Anthony Absolate. Fag. 

Sir Lucias O* Trigger. David. 

Faolkland. Mrs. Malnprop. 

Captain Absolate. Lydia Laugnish. 

Aores. Mxu. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L-^A Street in Bath. 

GoAcmi AN and Fag meeting^. 

' Fag. What! Thomas! — Sure, 'tis he! — What, Tho- 
mas ! ^ Thomas ! 

Coach. Hey? odds life! — Mr. Fag, give us your 
hand , my old fellow servant ! 

Fag. Excuse my glove, Thomas; Fm devilish glad 
to see you, my lad! why, my priice of charioteers, you 
look as hearty ! — but who the deuce thought of seeing 
you in Bath ? 

Coach. Sure, master, madam Julia, Harry, Mrs. 
Kate , and the postillion be all come. 

Fag. Indeed ! 

Coach. Ay: master thought another fit of the gout 
was coming to make him a visit , so he'd a mind to gi't 
the slip— ^n whip ! we were all off at an hour's warn- 
ing. 

Fag. Ay, ay; hasty in every thing, or it would not 
be Sir Anthony Absolute. 

Coach. But tell us , M. Fag , how does young master? 
Odds ! Sir Anthony will stare to see the captain here ! 

Fag. I do not serve Captain Absolute now. 

Coach. Why , sure ! 3. 
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Fag. At present, I am employed by EnsigD Bever- 
ley. 

Coach. I doubt, Mr. Fag, you ha'nt chang'd for the 
better. 

Fag. I have not cbang'd , Thomas. 

Coach. No! why, didn't you say you had left young 
master? 

Fag. No. — Well, honest Thomas . I must puzzle .you 
no further; — briefly then — Captain Absolute and Ensign 
Beverley are one and the same person. 

Coach. The devil they are : do tell us, Mr Fag , the 
meaning on't. 

Fag. Why, then the cause of all this is love— love , 
Thomas, who has been a masquerader ever since the 
days of Jupiter. 

Coach. But , pray , why does your master pass only 
for ensign? — now , if he had shammed general, indeed — 

Fag. Ah, Thomas! there lays the mystery o'the mat- 
ter! — Hark ye, Thomas, my master is in love with a 
lady of a very singular taste — a lady who likes him bet- 
ter as a half-pay ensign', than if she knew he was son 
and heir to Sir Antony Absolute , a baronet , of three 
thousand a year. • 

Coach. That is an o<m taste, indeed ! — ^But has she got 
the stuff, Mr. Fag? is she rich, eh? 

Fag. Rich ! why , I believe she owns half the stocks : 
— Z — s, Thomas, she could pay the national debt as 
easily as I could my washerwoman ! — She has a lap-dog 
that eats out of gold — she feeds her parrot with small 
pearls, and all her thread-papers are made of bank- 
notes ! 

Coach. Bravo, faith — Odd! I warrant she has a set 
of thousands at least; but does she diaw kindly with 
the captain ? 

Fag. As fond as pigeons. 

Coach. May one hear her name? 

Fag. Miss Lydia Languish : — but there is an old 
tough aunt in the way, though by-the bye , she has never 
seen my master — for he got acquainted with miss while 
on a visit to Gloucestershire. 
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Coach. Weil, I wish they were once harnessed toge- 
ther in matrimony. But pray, Mr. Fag, what kind of a 
place is this Bath ? I ha* heard a great deal of it ; — 
here's a mort o'merry making, eh? 

Fag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty well — 'tis a good 
lounge — but damn the place, I'm tired of it : their regu- 
lar hours stupefy me — not a fiddle or a card after eleven ! 
however , Mr. Faulkland's gentleman and I keep it up a 
little in private parties; I'll introduce you there. Tho- 
mas, you'll like him much. But Thomas, you must 
polish a little — indeed you must: — Here , now • this wig ; 
what the devil do you do with a wig, Thomas? none 
of the London whips , of any degree of ton , wear wigs 
now. 

.Coach. More's the pity, more's the pity, I say, Mr. 
Fag — Odds life! when I heard how the lawyers and 
doctors had took to their own hair, I thought how 
'twould go next. Odd rabbit it ! when the fashion had 
got foot on the bar, I guessed 'would mount to the box! 
but 'tis all out of character , believe me , Mr. Fag : and 
look ye , I'll never give up mine , the lawyers and doctors 
may- do as they will. 

Fag. Well, Thomas, we'll nol quarriel about that. 
But hold , mark — mark , Thomas. 

Cokca, Zooks, 'tis the captain! Is that the lady with 
him? 

Fag. No, no, that is madam Lucy, my master's mis- 
tress's maid : they lodge at that house — but I must after 
him , to tell him the news. 

Coach. Odd, he's giving her money! — Well, Mr. 
Fag— 

Fac. Good bye , Thomas ; I have an appointment in 
Gyde's porch, this evening, at eight; neet me there, 
and we'll make a little party. 

[Exeunt Thomas, r. Fag, l. 
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SGEKE 11.-4 Dreating-Room in Mrs. Malapropos 
Lodgings. 

Ltdia Lamgcish sitting on a Sofa^ with a Book in her 
hand; — Lucy, as just returned from a Message ^ 
on hern, 

Lucy. Indeed, ma'am, I traversed half the town ia 
search of it : I don't belieye there's circulating library 
in Bath I han't't been at. 

Lyd. And could not you get '' The Reward of Con- 
stancy. " 

Lucy No , indeed , ma'am. 

Lyd. Nor " The Fatal Connexion ? " 

Lucy. No, indeed, ma'am. 

Lyd. Nor " The Mistakes of the Heart ?" 

Lucy. Ma'am , as ill luck would have hvMr. Bull said , 
Miss Sukey Saunter had just fetched it away; ' 

Lyd. Heigho ! Did you inqujure for " The Delicate Dis- 
tress?" 

LifCY. 0, " The Memoirs of Lady Woodford ?" — Yes, 
indeed , ma'am I asked every where for it ; and I might 
have brought it from Mr. Frederick's , but Lady Slattern 
Lounger, who had just sent it home, had so soiled and 
dog's-eared it , it wa'nt fit for a Christian to read. 

Lyd. Heigho ! Yes , I always know when Lady Slattern 
has been before me; she has a most observing thumb, 
and, I believe , cherishes her nails for the eoatenience of 
making marginal notes. Well, child, what have yoa 
brought me? 

Lucy. Oh , here , ma'am ! [Taking Books from undei^ her 
Cloak f and from her Pockets. "] This is " The Man of Fee- 
ling," and this «< Peregrine Pickle."— Here are " The 
Tears of Sensibility, " and '' Humphrey Clinker. " 
V' Lyd. Hold ! here's some one coming — quick , see who 
it is — [Exit Lucy , l.] — Surely I heard my cousin Julia's 
voice ! 
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Re-enter Loct, l. 

LucT. Lud , ma'am ! here is Miss Neville ! 
Ltd. Is it possible ! 

Enter Julia l. 

Lyo. My dearest Julia, how deh'ghted I am! — [Theyf 
embt^ace,"] — How unexpected was this happiness I 

Jul. True , Lydia , and our pleasure is the greater v 
but what has been the matter? you were denied to me al 
first. 

Lyd. Ah, Julia, t have » thousand tilings to tett yout 
but first inform me what has conjured you to Bath?*— -Is. 
Sir Anthony here ? 

Jul. He is; we are arrived within jthis hour, aiid I sup- 
pose he vnll be here to wait on Mrs. Malaprop as Vbou a» 
he is^ dressed. 

Lyd. Then before we are interrupted, let me impart to 
you some of my distress; I know your gentle nature will 
sympathize with me, though your prudence may condemn 
me : my letters have informed you of my whole con- 
nexion with Beverley;, but I haVie lost him^, Julia; — my 
aunt has discovered our intercourse, by a note she inter- 
cepted, and has confined me ever since : Yet would you 
believe it? she has fallen absolutely in love with a tall. 
Irish baronet, she met one night, since we ha^re been, 
here , at Lady Macshuffie's vout. ^ 

Jul. To u jest, Lydia. 

Lyd. No, upon my word.— She really carries on a 
kind of correspondence with him, under a feigned namtt 
though , till she choose to be known to him ; but it is a 
Delia , or a Gelia, I assure you. 

Jul. Then, surely , she is now more indulgent to her 
niece ? 

Lyd. Quite the contrary. Since she has discovered her 
own frailty , she is become ten times more suspicious of 
mine. Then 1 must inform you of another plague ; that 
odious Acres is to be in Bath to-day , so that, I protest, I 
shall be teazed out of all spirits ! 
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JvL. Gome , come , Lydia , hope for the best. Sir Antho^ 
ny shall use his iuterest vritb Mrs. Bfalaprop. 

Lyd. But you have not heard the worst. Unfortunately 
I had quarrelled with my poor BcTcrley , just before my 
aunt made the discovery , and I have not seen him sinc« 
to make it up. 

Jul. What was his offence ? 

Lyd. Nothing at all; but I don't know how it was , as of- 
ten as we had been together, we had never had a quar- 
rel ; and , somehow , I was afraid he would never give me 
opportunity; so , last Thursday , I wrote a letter to myself, 
to inform myself that Beverley was, at that time, paying 
his addresses to another woman. I signed it , ** Your un- 
known friend, " showed it to Beverley , charged him with 
his falsehood; put myself in a violent passion , and vow'd 
I'd never see him more. 

Jul. And you let him depart so, and have not seen 
him since? 

Lyd. 'Twas the next day my aunt found the matter out ; 
I intended only to have teased him three days and a half » 
and now Tve lost him for ever. 

Jul. If he is as deserving and sincere as you have re- 
presented him to me , he will never give you up so. — Yet 
consider, Lydia, you tell me he is but an ensign : and you 
have thirty thousand pounds! 

Lyd. But, you know, I lose most of my fortune, if I 
marry, without my aunt's consent, till of age ; and that 
is what I have determined to do ever since I knew the pe- 
nalty ; nor could I love the man who would wish to wait 
a day for the alternative. 

Jul. Nay this is caprice! 

Lyd. "What, does Julia tax me with caprice? I thought 
her lover Faulkland had inured her to it. 

Jul. I do not love even his faults. 

Lyd. But you have sent to him , I suppose? 

Jul. Not yet, upon my word ! nor has he the least idea 
ot my being in Bath : — Sir Anthony's resolution was s« 
sudden I could not inform him of it. 

Lyd. Well, Julia, you are your own mistress, though 
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under the protection of Sir Anthony ; yet have you , for 
this long year, been a slave to the caprice, the whim , the 
jealousy of this ungrateful Faulkland , who will ever delay 
assuming the right of a husband , while you suffer him to 
be equally imperious as a lover. 

Jul. Nay , you are wrong entirely. We were contracted 
before my father's death : Uiat, and some consequent em- 
barrassments , have delayed what I know to be my Faul- 
kland's most ardent wish. He is too generous to trifle on 
such a point; and for his character , you wrong him there 
too. No, Lydia, he is too proud, too noble, to be jea- 
lous ; if he is captious , 'tis without dissembling ; if fret- 
ful , without rudeness. Unused to the fopperies of love. He 
is negligent of the little duties expected from a lover; but, 
being unhacknied in the passion , Lis affection is ardent 
and sincere ; and as it engrosses his whole soul , he ex^ 
pects every look and emotion of his mistress to move in 
unison with his. Yet, though his pride calls for this full 
return , his humility makes him undervalue those quali- 
ties in him , which would entitle him to it ; and not fee- 
ling why he should be loved to the degree he wishes , he 
still suspects that he is not loved enough. This , I must 
own , has cost me many unhappy hours ; but I have lear- 
ned to think myself his debtor for those imperfections 
which arise from the ardour of his attachment. 

Lyd. Well, I cannot blame you for defending .him; but. 
tell me candidly , Julia , had he never saved your life , do 
you think you should have been attached to him as you 
are? Believe me, the rude blast that overset your boat 
was a prosperous gale of love to him. 

Jul. Gratitude may have strengthened my attachment 
to Mr. Faulkland, but I loved him before he had preser- 
ved me ; yet , surely , that alone were an obligation suffi- 
cient 

Lyd. Obligation ! why , a water spaniel would have done 
as much ! Well, I should never think of giving my heart 
to a man because he could swim ! — What's here? 
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EnUr Lucy, in a hmry, l. 

Lucy. 0, ma'am, here is Sir Antbony Absolute, just 
come home with your aunt! 

Lyd. They'll not come here : — Lucy, do you watch. 

[£0:1/ Lucy , l. 

Jul. Yet I must go; Sir Anthony does not know I am> 
here , and if we meet , he'll detain me , to show me the 
town. I'll take another opportunity of paying my respects 
to Mrs. Malaprop , when she shall treat me , as long as she- 
chooses, with her select words, so ingeniously misapplied, 
without being mispronounced. [Crosses , to r» 

Enter Lucy, l. 

Lucy. O lud , ma'am ! they are both coming «p stairs. 

Lyd. Well, I'll not detain you. Adieu, my dear Julia f 
I'm sure you are in haste to send to Faulkland. There 
— through my room you'll find another staircase.^ 

Jul, Adieu! [Exit, r» 

Lyo. Here , my dear Lucy, hide these books. Quick , 
quick. Fling '' Peregrine Pickle ^ under the toilet — 
throw ** Roderick Random " into the closet — put '* The 
Innocent Adultery " into '' The whole Duty of Man " — 
thrust " LordAimworth " under the sofa — cram *' Ovid* 
behind the bolster — there — put ** The Man of FeeliDg '* 
into your pockets Now for them? [Exit Lucy, l. 

Enter Mas. Malaphop and Sir Anthony 
Absolute, l. 

Mrs. M. There , Sir Anthony , there stands the deli- 
berate simpleton, who wants to disgrace her family, and 
lavish herself on a fellow not worth a shilling. 

Lyd. Madam , I thought you once — 

Mrs. M. You thought, miss! I don't know any business 
you have to think at all ; thought does not become a 
young woman. But the point we would request of you is, 
that you would promise to forget this fellow — to illiterate 
him, I say, from your memory. 
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tvD. Xh ! madam ! our memories are independent of 
our wills. It is not so easy lo forget. 

Mrs. M. But I say it is, miss ! there is nothing on earth 
so easy as to forget, if a person chooses to set about it. 
I'm sure I have as much forgot your poor dear uncle , as 
if he had never existed; and I thought it my duty so to 
do ; and let me tell you , Lydia , these violent memories 
don't become a young woman. 

Ltd. What crime, madam, have I committed, to be 
treated thus? 

Mrs. M. Now don't attempt to extirpate yourself from 
the matter; you know I have proof controvertible of it. 
But , tell me , will you promise me to do as you're bid ? 
Will you take a husband of your friends' choosing ? 

Ltd. Madam, I must tell you plainly, that, had I no 
preference for any one else , the choice you have made 
would be my aversion. 

Mrs. M. What business have you, miss, with preferen- 
ce and aversion? They don't become a young woman; 
and you ought to know, that, as both always wear off, 
'tis safest, in matrimony, to begin with a little aversion. 
I am sure I hated your poor dear uncle , before marria- 
ge, as if he'd been a black-a-moor ; and yet, miss, you 
are sensible what a wife I made; and, when it pleased 
Heaven to release me from him , 'tis unknown what tears I 
shed! But, suppose we were going to give you another 
choice, will you promise us to give up this Beverley? 

Ltd. Gould I belie my thoughts so far as to give that 
promise, my actions would certainly as far belie my 
words. 

Mrs. M. Take yourself to your room. You are fit compa- 
ny for nothing but your own ill humours. 

Ltd. Willingly, ma'am ; I cannot change for the worse. 

[ExiU R. 

Mrs. M. There's a little intricate hussy for you! 

Sa Amth. It is not to be wondered at, ma'am; all that is 
the natural consequence of teaching girls to read. In my 
way hither, Mrs. Malaprop ,' I observed your niece's maid 
coming forth from a circulating library : she had a book 
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in each band — ^they were half-bound volumes, with mar- 
ble covers : from that moment, I guessed how full of duty 
I should see her mistress ! 

Mrs. M. Those are vile places , indeed ! 

Sir Antb. Madam, a circulating library in a town is, 
as an evergreen tree of diabolical knowledge ! — ^It blos- 
soms through the year! And, depend on it, Mrs. Mala- 
prop , that they who are so fond of handling the leaves , 
will long for the fruit at last. 

Mrs. M. Fie, fie. Sir Anthony; you surely speak laco- 
nically. . 

Sir Amtr. Why Mrs. Malaprop , in moderation , now , 
what would you have a woman know? 

Mrs. M. Observe me. Sir Anthony — ^I would by no 
means wish a darughter of mine to be a progeny of lear- 
ning ; I don't think so much learning becomes a young wo- 
man : — for instance — I would never let her meddle with 
Greek , or Hebrew , or Algebra , or Simony , or Fluxions, 
or Paradoxes, or such inQammatory branches of lear- 
ning ; nor will it be necessary for her to handle any of 
your mathematical, astronomical, diabolical instruments; 
but. Sir Anthony, I would send her, at nine years old, 
to a boarding school, in order to learn a little ingenuity 
and artifice. Then, sir, she should have a supercilious 
knowledge in accounts ; and , as she grew up , I would 
have her instructed in geometry, that she might know so- 
mething of the contagious countries : above all, she should 
be taught orthodoxy. This, Sir Anthony, is what I would 
have a woman know ; and I don't think there is a supersti- 
tious article in it. 

Sm Anth. Well , well , Mrs. Malaprop , I will dispute 
the point no further with you: though I must confess, 
that you are -a truly moderate and polite arguer, for 
almost every third word you say is on my side of the 
question, ftk^ tx) the more important point in debate — 
you say you nave no objection to my proposal ? 

"SHw, M. None , I assure you. I am under no posi-^ 
tiv<b engagement with Mr. Acres; and as Lydia is so 
obstinate against him , perhaps your son may have bet- 
ter success. 
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Sm Amth. Well , madam , I will write for the boy di- 
rectly. He knows not a syllable of this yet , though I have 
for some lime had the proposal in my head. He is at pre- 
sent with his regiment. 

Mrs. M. We have never seen your son , Sir Anthony ; 
but I hope no objection on his side. 

Sir Anth. Objection! — Let him object if he dare! — 
No , no , Mrs. Malaprop ; Jack knows, that the least demur 
puts me in a frenzy directly. My process was always very 
simple — in his younger days , 'twas, ** Jack , do this, " 
— if he demurred , I knocked him down ; and , if he 
grumbled at that, I always sent him out of the room. 

Mrs. M. Ay, and the properest way, o*my consci- 
ence! — Nothing is so conciliating to young people as 
severity. Well , Sir Anthony , I shad give Mr. Acres his 
discharge , and prepare Lydia to receive your son's invo- 
cations ; and I hope you will represent her to the Cap- 
tain as an object not altogether illegible. 

Sir Anth. Madam , I will handle the subject prudent- 
ly. I must leave you ; and , let me beg you , Mrs. Mala- 
prop, to enforce this matter roundly to the girl — take 
my advice, keep a tight hand — if she rejects this propo- 
sal 9 clap her under lock and key; and , if you were just 
to let the servants forget to bring her dinner for three or 
four days , you can't conceive now she'd come about. 

lExit , L. 

Mrs. M. Well, at any rate , I shall be glad to get her 
from under my intuition — she has somehow discovered 
my partiality for Sir Lucius O'Trigger. Sure , Lucy can't 
have betray'd me ! — No, the girl is such a simpleton , I 
should have made her confess it. Lucy ! Lucy ! ICalls.J 
Had she beeu one of your artificial ones , I should never 
have trusted her. 

Enter Lucy , r. 

Lucy. Did you call , ma'am ? 

Mrs. M. Yes , girl. Did you see Sir Lucius while you 
was out? 

LccY. No indeed , ma'am , not a glimpse of him. 
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Mrs. M. You are sure , Lucy , that you never men- 
tioned — 

Lucy. gemini I Td sooner cut my tongue out! 
Mrs. M. Well, don't let your simplicity be imposed on. 
Lucy. No , ma'am. 

Mrs. M. So , come to me presently , and Til give you 
another letter to Sir Lucius — {^Crosses to r.] — but mind, 
Lucy, if ever you betray what you are entrusted with 
(unless It be other people's secrets to me) , you forfeit my 
malevolence for ever ; and your being a simpleton shall 
be no excuse for your locality. [^Exit , r. 

Lucy. Ha ! ha ! ha ! So , my dear simplicity , let me give ' 
you a little respite ; [Altering her manner] — let girls in my 
station be as fond as they please of being expert and kno- 
wing in their trust , commend me to a mask of silliness, ' 
and a pair of sharp eyes for my own interest under it ! — 
L^t me see to what account have I turned my simplicity 
lately ; [Looks at a paper, ] " For abetting Miss Lydia Lan- 
guish in a design of running away with an ensign ! in mo- 
welve pound twelve — gowns, five; 
etc. etc. numberless. From the said 
ast month , six guineas and a half, 
prop, for betraying the young people 
nd matters were likely to be discove- 
and a French shawl. Item from Mr. 
livers letters" — which I never deli- 
as and a pair of buckles. Item, from 
p, three crowns, two gold pocket 
pieces , and a silver snuff-box !" — Well done , simplicity ! 
yet I was forced to make my Hibernian believe , that he 
wascorrespondiag, not wiht the aunt, but with the niece; 
for, though not over rich , I found he had too much pride 
and delicacy to sacrifice the feelings of a gentleman to the 
necesaties of his fortune. [Exit^ r. 
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AcRBs. All ! Mr. Faulkiand , you are indeed a happy 
man ! 

Faulk. I have not seen Miss Melville yet, sir; I hope 
she enjoyed full health and spirits in Devonshire ! 

Acres. Never knew her better in my life, sir; never 
better. Odds blushes and blooms ! she has been as heal* 
thy as the German Spa. 

Faulr. Indeed! I did hear that she had been a little 
indisposed. 

Acres. False, false, sir; only said to yex you : quite 
the reverse, I assure you. [Retires up the stage, 

Faulk. There , Jack , you see she has the advantage of 
me ; I had almost fretted myself ill. 

Capt. a. Now are you angry with your mistress for not 
having been sick. 

Faulk. No , no , you misunderstand me : yet surely a 
little triUiug indisposition is not an unnatural consequen- 
ce of absence from those we love. Now confess — is'nt the- 
re something unkind in this violent , robust , unfeeling 
health? 

Capt. A. Oh , it was very unkind of her to be well in 
your absence , to be sure ! 

Acres. Good apartments , Jack« [ Coming forward, 

Faulk. Well , sir , but you was saying that Miss Mel- 
ville has been so exceedingly well — what then , she has 
been merry and. gay, I suppose? — always in spirits, 
hey? 

Acres. Merry ! odds crickets ! she has been the belle 
and spirit of the company wherever she has been— so 
lively and entertaining ! so full of wit and hlimour ! 

Xtietires up the stage, 

Faulk. By my soul ! there is an innate levity in wo- 
man that nothing can overcome ? — What ! happy , and 
I away ! 

Capt. A. Just now, you'wero only apprehensive for your 
mistress's spirits. 

Faulk. Wby , Jack , have I been the joy and spirit 
of the company ? 

Capt. A. No , indeed , you have not. 
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Faulk. Have I been lively and entertaining^? 

Capt. a. Oh. upon my word , I acquit you. 

Faulk. Have I been full of wit and humour? 

Capt. A. No , faith , to do you justice , you have been 
confoundedly stupid indeed. 

Acres. What's the matter with the gentleman ? 

Capt. A. He is only expressing his greSit satisfaction 
at hearing that Julia has been so well and happy — that's 
all — hey, Faulkland? 

Faulk. Yes, yes, she has a happy disposition ! 

Acpd^. [Crosses to c] That she has, indeed — then she 
is so accomplished — so sweet a voice — so expert at her 
harpsichord — such a mistress of flat and sharp ; squallau- 
te, rumblanle, and quiverante ! — there was this time 
month— odds minums and crotchets ! how she did chirrup 
at Mrs. Piano's concert ! [SmgrsJ My heart's my own, my 
will is free. That's very like her. [Goes up the stage » 

Faulk. Fool! fool that I am ! to fix all my happiness ou 
such a trifler! 'Sdeath! to make herself the pipe and bal- 
lad-monger of a circle ! to sooth her light heart with cat- 
ches and glees ! What can you say to this, sir? 

Capt. A. Why, that I should be glad to hear my mis- 
tress had been so meriy, sir. 

Faulk. Nay, nay, nay — I'm not sorry that slie has 
been happy ; no , I am glad of that — but she has been 
dancing too , I doubt not. 

Acres. [In the c] What doeff the gentleman say about 
dancing ? 

Cart. A. He says the lady we speak of dances as well as 
she sings. 

Acres Ay', truly does she — there was at our last race 
ball 

Faulk. Hell and the devil! [Acres goes suddenly to R.] 
There ! there — I told you so ! I told you so ! oh ! she thri- 
ves in my absence ! Dancing ! 

Capt. A. For heaven's sake, Faulkland, don't expose 
yourself so! Suppose she has danced, what then? does 
not the ceremony of society often oblige — 

Faulk. Well, well. Til contain myself — perhaps, as 
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you say— for form's sake. [Crosses to c] I say Mr.—— 
Mr. What's his d — d name ? 

Capt. a. Acres » Acr^s. 

Faulk. ay, Mr. Acres, you were praising Miss MeWil* 
Ic's manner of dancing a minuet — hey ? 

Acres. Oh, I dare insure her for that — but what I was 
going to speak of, was her country dancing : odds swim- 
mings! she has such an air with her! 

Faulr. Now, disappointment on her! defend this, Ab- 
solute ! why don't you defend this? country dances! jigs 
and reels ! am I to blame now ! A minuet I could have for- 
given — I should not have minded that — I say, I should 

not have regarded a minuet— but country dances ! Z 

ds, had she made one in a cotillion — I believe I could 
have forgiven even that — but to be monkey-led for a 
night ! to run the gauntlet through a string of amorous 
psalming puppies ! to^ show paces, like a managed filly ! 
Oh , Jack , there never can be but one man in the world 
whom a truly modest and delicate woman ought to pair 
with in a country dance ; and even then , the rest of the 
couples should be her great uncles and aunts ! 

{Crosses to l. 

Capt. A. Ay, to be sure! grandfathers and grandmo- 
thers! 

Faulk. If there be but one vicious mind in the set , it 
will spread like a contagion — the action of their pulse 
beats to the lascivious movement of the jig — their quive- 
ring, warm'breathed sighs impregnate the air — the atmos- 
phere becomes electrical to love, and each amorous spark 
darts through every link of the chain! — I must leave you 
— I awn I am somewhat flurried — and that confounded 
looby has perceived it. [Going-f 

Capt. A. Nay, but stay, Faulkland, and thank Mr. Acres 
for his good news. 

Faulk. D — n his news. 

Capt. A. Ha! ha! ha! poor Faulkland ! Five minutes 
since — '^ nothing on earth could give him a momenCt 
uneasiness!" 
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AeBES, The gentleman ^rasn'f angry at my praising his 
mistress, was he? 

Capt. a. a little jealous, I berfeve , Bob. 

AcRE»» You don't say so? Ha ! ha! jealous of me? — that's 
a good joke ! 

Capt. A, There's nothing strange in that, Bob; let me 
iell you f that sprightly grace and insinuating manner of 
yours will do some mischief among the girls here. 

AcaES. Ah! you joke — ha! ha! mischief — ha! ha! but 
you know I am not my own property ! my dear Lydia has 
forestalled me. She could never abide me in the country, 
b^ause I used to dress so badly — but, odds frogs and 
tambours! I sha'nt take matters so here — now ancient 
madanH has no voice in it— I'll make my old clothes know 
' who's master — I shall straitway cashier the hunting- 
frock , and render my leather breeches incapable — My 
hair has been in training some time. 

Capt. a. Indeed! 

Acres. Ay — and tho'f the side-curls are a little rcsti- 
ve, my hind part takes it very kiudlydly. 

Capt. A. Oh, you'll polish, I doubt not. ' 

Acres. Absolutely I propose so — then if I can find out 
this Ensign Beverley, odds triggers and flints! I'll make 
him know the difference o't. 

Capt. A. Spoke like a man — but pray. Bob, I observe 
you have got an odd kind of a new method of swea- 
ring 

Acres. Ha! ha! you've taken notice of it — 'tis genteel, 
isn't it? — I didn't invent it myself though ; but a com- 
mander iu our militia , a great scholar , I assure you , says 
tltat there is no meaning in tJie common oaths, and that 
nothing but their antiquity makes them respectable ; be- 
cause , he says , the ancients would never stick to an 
oath or two , but would say , by Jove ! or by Bacchus or 
by Mars! or by Venus! or by Pallas ! according to the sen- 
toent; — so that to swear with propriety, says; my little 
major the ^' oath should be anecho to the andsense ; " tliis 
we call the oath referential, or sentimental swearing — ha! 
ha ! ha !'tis genteel , isn't it ? 
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Capt. a. Very genteel, and very new indeed — and I 
dare say will supplant all other figures of imprecation. 

Aches. Ay , ay , the best terms will grow obsolete— 
Dams have had their day. 

Enter Fag, r. d. 

Fag. Sir , there is a gentleman below desires to see 
you — Shall I show him into the parlour? 

Capt. *A. Ay — you may. ' 

Acres. Well, I must be gone — 

Capt. A. Stay : who is it. Fag? 

Fag. Your father , sir. 

Capt. A. You puppy, why didn't you slicw him up 
directly? [Exit Fag, r. d. 

Acres. You have business with Sir.4nthony. — lexpect 
a message from Mrs. Malaprop, at my lodgings , I have 
Bent aUo to my dear friend, Sir Lucius O'Trigger. — 
Adieu, Jack, we must meet at night , when you shall give 
me a dozen bumpers to little Lydia. [Exit, a. 

Capt. A. That I will , with all my heart. Now for a pa- 
rental lecture — I hope he has heard nothing of the busi- 
ness that has brought me here — I wish the gout had held 
Jiim fast in Devonshire , with all my soul ! 
Enter Sm Anthony , r. d. 
Sir, I am delighted to see you here, and looking so well! 
— your sudden arrival at Bath made me apprehensive 
for your health. 

Sir Anth. Very apprehensive, I dare say, Jack; — 
What, you are recruiting here, hey? 

Capt. A. Yes, sir, I am on duty: 

. Sir Anth. Well , Jack, I am glad to see you, though I 
<lid not expect it ; for I was going to write to you on a lit- 
tle matter of business. — Jack, I have been considering 
that I grow old and infirm , and shall probably not trouble 
yon long. 

Capt. A. Pardon me , sir , I never saw you look more 
strong and hearty, and I pray fervently that you may 
continue so. 

Sift Antii. I hope your prayers may be heard wUh all 
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my heart. Well then. Jack , I have been considering that 
I am so strong and hearty , I may continue to plague you* 
a long time.^ — Now, Jack , I am sensible that the income 
of your commission , and what I have hithert4> allowed 
you , is but a small pittance for a lad of your spirit. 

Capt. a. Sir, you are very good. 

Sir Antii. And it is my wish , while yell live ,io have 
my boy make some figure in the world .^ — I have resol- 
ved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble indepen- 
dence. 

Capt. A. Sir, your kindness overpowers me. — Yet, sir, 
I presume you would not wish me to quit the army? 

Sir Anth. Oh, that shall be as your wife chooses. 

Capt, A. My wife, sir! 

Sir Antu. Ay, ay, settle that'between you — settle that 
between you. 

Capt. A. A wife, sir, did you say? 

Sir ANTH.'Ay, a wife — why, did I not mention that before 

Capt. A. Not a word of her , sir. 

SiR.AMTn. Odd so! — I musu't forget her though — Yes,. 
Jack, the independence I was talking of is by a marriage 
— the fortune is saddled with a wife ; but I suppose that 
makes no difference? 

Capt. A. Sir! sir! you amaze me ! 

Sir Antu. Why, what the devil's the matter with the 
fool ? Just now you were all gratitude and duty. 

Capt. A. I was, sir. — You talked to me of independen- 
ce and a fortune , but not a* word of a wife. 

Sir A?4TU. Why, what difference does that make? — 
Odds life , sir ! if you have the estate , you must take it 
with the live stock on it , as it stands. 

Capt. A. Pray, sir, who is the lady? 

Sir Anth. What's that to, you , sir ? — C>)me , give me 
your promise to love and to marry her directly. 

Capt. A. Sure , sir , this is not very reasonable ; to. 
summon ray affections for a lady I know nothing of? 

SiR Antu. I am sure , sir , 'tis more unreasonable ift 
you to object to a lady you know nothing of. 

Capt. A. You must excuse me, sir, if I tell you, once 
for all, that in this point I caunot.obey you. n^^^]^ 
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^R Anth. Hark ye. Jack; — I have beard you for some 
Utne.with patience — I have been cool — quite cool; bul 
Uke care — you know lam. compliance itself, when I am 
not thwarted ; uo one more easily led , when I have my 
own way; — but don't put me in a frenxy. 

Capt. a. Sir , I n^sl repeat itr-in this I cannot obey 
you. 

Sir A?ith. Now <i — u me ! if ever I call yoa Jack again 
while I live 1 

Capt. A, Nay , sir ,-bul hear me» 

Sw Anth. Sir, I won't hear a word — not a word; not 
one word ! so give me your promise by a word. And I'U 
tell you what. Jack — il mean , you dog — if you don't*, 
by 

Capt« a. What , air-, promise ta link myself to some 
mass of ugiinesa! ' 

Sir Anth. Z — ds , sirrah ! the lady shall be as ugly as 
T choose : she shall have a hump on each shoulder : she 
shall be as crooked as the crescent ; her one ey shall 
roil like the bull's in Cox's Museum. She shall have a skin 
like a mummy , and the beard of a Jew. She shall be all 
this, sirtah ! yet I'll make you ogle her all day , and si| 
up all night ta write sonnets cu her beauty* 

Capt. A. This is reason aud luoderaliou indeed! 

Sir Antb. None of your sneeriivg, puppy ! no grinning^ 
jackanapes. 

Capt. A« Indeed, sir, I never was in a worse humour 
for mirth in my life. 

Sir Anih. 'Tis false, sir; I know you are laughing in 
your sleeve; I know you'll gnu when I am gone , sirrah ! 

Capt. A. Sir, I hope I know my duty belter. 

Sib Anth. None of your passion, sir I none of your vio- 
lence, if you please — it won't do witJi.mc, 1 promise you. 

Capt. A. Indeed, sir, I was never cooler in my life. 

Sir Anth.. 'Tis a confounded lie ! — I know you are in 
a passiout in your heart; I know you are , you hypocriti- 
cal young dpg-rbutil^ won't do. 

(]APt. A. Nay , sir, upon my word — 

Sir Anth. So you will fly out ! can't you be cool , like 

Digitized by Google 



lis THE RIVALS. 

Bie? 'What the deyil good can passion do ? Passion is of no 
fterrice, you impudent , insolent, over-bearing reprobate ! 
—There, you sneer again!— don't provoke me! but you 
r«ly upon the mildness of my temper — you do, you dog! 
you play upon tlie meekness of my disposition ! Yet , take 
care — the patience of a saint may be overcome at last ! 
— but mark ! I give you six hours and a hftlf to consider 
of this : if you then agree, without any condition, to do 
every thing on earth that I choose , why — confound you ! 
I may in time forgive you,— 'if not, z — ds! don't enter 
the same hemisphere with me ; don't dare to breathe the 
same air , or use the same light with me ; but get an at- 
mosphere and a sun of your own ! 1*11 strip you of your 
commission; I'll lodge a five-and-lhreepence in the hands 
of trustees, and you shall live on the interest. I'll disown 
you , I'll disinherit you , I'll uuget you ! and d — n me ! if 
ever I call you , Jack again ! [ExU , r. d. 

Capt. a. Mild , gentle , considerate father ! I kiss your 
hands. 

Enter Fag , r. d. 

Fag. Assuredly, sir, your father is wroth to a degree \ 
he comes down stairs eight or ten steps at a time , mutte- 
ring, growling, and thumping the banisters all the yf&y\ 
I, and %he cook's dog, stand bowing at the door — rap ! 
he gives me a slrol^e on the head with his cane ; bids me 
carry that to my master; then kicking the poor turnspit 
into the f^rea, d — ns us all for a puppy triumvirate!— 
Upon my credit , sir, were I in your place , and found my 
father such very b^d company, I should certainly drop hi^ 
acquaintance. 

Xapt. a. Cease your impertinence^ sir— did you come 
in (or nothing. more ? Stand out of the way. 

]Pu8he8 him aside, md exit, r. d. 

Fag. So ! Sir Anthony trims my master : he is afraid 
to reply to his father , then vents his spleen on poor Fagi 
When one is vexed by otie person, to revenge one's self 
on another, who hajf^ens to come in the way , shows the 
worst of toiler , the basest — 
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Enter Errand Boy » r. d. 

Boy. Mr. Fag! Mr, Fag! your master calls you. 

Fag. Well! you little , dirty puppy, you needn*t bawl 
so — the meanest disposition, the — 

Bot. Quick, quick iMr. Fag. 

Fag. Quick, quick! you impudent jackanapes! am I 
to be commanded by you too, you little , impertinent, 
insolent, kitchen bred — {Kicks him off, r. d. 

SCEISE 11.— The North Paiade. 

Enter Lucy, l. 

Lucy. So, I shall have another rival to add to my mis- 
tress's list — Captain Absolute ; however , I shall not enter 
his name till my purse has received due notice in form- 
Sir Lucius is generally more punctual, when he expects 
to hear from his dear Dalia, as he calls her : — I wonder 
he's not here ! 

Enter Sir Lucius O'Trigger, r. 

Sir L. Hah ! my little ambassadress ; upon my con- 
science I have been looking for you ; I have been on the 
South Parade this half hour. 

Lucy. iSpetUcing simply.'] O gemini ; and I have been 
waiting for your worship here on the North. 

Sir L. ^Faith ! may be, that was the rieason we did not 
meet; and it is very comical (oo , how you could go out, 
and I not see you — for I was only taking a nap at the Pa- 
rade Coffe-house , and I chose the window , on purpose 
that I mi^ht not miss you. 

Lucy. My stars ! Now I'd wager a sixpence I went by 
while you were asleep. 

Sir L. Sure enough it must have been so; and I never 
dreamt it was so late, till I waked. Well, but ray little 
girl, have you got nothing forme? 

LucT. Yes , but I have— I've got a letter for you in my 
pocket. 
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Sir L. rfaith! I guessed^you weren't pome emplyhaa- 
ded ; well , let me see what the dear creature says. 

Lucy. There , Sir Lucius. [Give* him a Utter » 

Sir L. {Reqds\, " Sir, — There is often a sudden in- 
centive impulse in love, that has a greater induction tliaa 
years of domestic combination : sudi was the commotion 
I felt at the first superfluous view of Sir Lucius 0' Trig- 
ger. " Very pretty upon my word I " Female punctuation, 
forbids me to say more ! yet , let me add , that it will give 
me joy infaillible to find Sir Lucius worthy the last crite- 
rion of my affections. 

" Yours, while meretricious, 

"Delia. " 
Upon my conscience! Lucy , your lady is a. great mistress 
of language ! 'Faith! she's quite the queen of the diclio^ 
nary ; for the devil a word dare refuse coming at her call , 
though one would think it was q^uite out of hearing. 

Lucy. Ay , sir a lady of her experience. 

Sir L. Experience! what at seventeen? 

Lucy. 0, true , sir — but ilien she reads so— ray stars f 
how she will read off hand! • 

Sir L. 'Faith she must be very deep read, to write this-- 
way , though she is rather an arbitrary writer, too; for he- 
re a great many poor words pressed into tbp service of 
this note, that would get their habeas coiyusttom any couri 
in Christendom. However, when affection guides the pen, 
he must be a brute who finds fault with the style. 

Lucy. Ah ! Sir Lucius , if you were, tq hear bow she- 
talks of you ! 

Sir L. Oh, tell her , I'll make her tlie best husband in 
the world, and Lady O* Trigger into the bargain! But 
we must get the old gentlewoman's consent, and do eve- 
ry thing fairly. 

Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I thought you wa'n't rich, enough 
to be so nice. 

Sir L. Upon my word, young woman» you have hit it : 
I am so poor, that I can't afford to do a dirty action. If I 
4id not want money , I'd steal your mistress and her for- 
tune with a great deal of pleasure. However , my pretty 
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girl, {^Giving her money] here's a lit something to buy you 
a ribband; and meet me in the evening, and I will give 
you an answer to this. So, hussy, take a kiss beforehand, 
to put you in mind. {^Kisses her. 

LucY^ lud! Sir Lucius — I uever see such a gemman ! 
My lady won't like you if you are so impudent. 

Sir L. 'Faith she will, Lucy — that same — pho! what's 
the name of it ? — modesty ! — is a quality in a lover more , 
praised by the women than liked : so , if your mistress 
asks you whether Sir Lucius ever gave you a kiss, tell 
her fifty, my dear. 

Lucy. What, would you have me tell her a lie? 

SiK L. Ah, then, you baggage! I'll make it a truth 
presently. ' 

Lucy. For shame now ; here is some one coming. 

Sm L. 'faith , I'll quiet your conscience ! 

[^Sees Fag. — Exit, singing, a. 

Enter Fag. 

Fag. So, so, ma'am; I humbly beg pardon. 

Lucy. lud! now, Mr. Fag — you Hurry one so. 

Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one by-r-so a little 
less simplicity , with a grain or two more sincerity , if 
you please. You play false with us, madam. 1 saw you 
give the baronet a letter. My master shall know this; and 
if he don't call him out — I will. 

Lucy. Ha! ha! ha! you gentlemen's gentlemen are so 
hasty! That letter was from Mrs. Malaprop , simpleton. 
She is taken with Sir Lucius's address. 

Fag. How! what taste some people have! Why I suppo- 
se I have walked by her window a hundred times. But 
what says our young lady ? — any message to my master ? 

Lucy. Sad news , Mr. Fag ! A worse rival than Acres ! 
Sir Anthony Absolute has proposed his sou. 
Si;* Anthony Absolute has proposed his son* 

Fag. What, Captain Absolute ? 

Lucy. Even so. — I overheard it all. 

Fag. Ha! ha! ha! very good, 'faith ! Good b'ye , Lucy ; 
I must away with this news. [Crosses to a. 
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LuGT. Well, you may laugh, bat it is true, I assuve 
you , iGoing l. h.] But, Mr. 'Fag , tell your master not to 
be cast down by this. 

Fag. Oh, he'll be so disconsolate! 

Lucy. And charge hira not to think of quarrelling with 
young Absolute. 

Fag. Never fear — never fear. 

LcGT. Be sure , bid him keep up his spirits. 

Fag. We will — we will. 

[Sxennt Fag, r. Lucy , l. 

ACT. III. 

SCENE h—The North Parade, 
Enter Captain Absolute, l. 

Capt. a. *Ti8 just as Fag told me, indeed! Whimsical 
enough, 'faith! My father wants to force me to marry the 
very girl I am plotting to run away with ! He must not 
know of my connexion with her yet awhile. He has too 
summary a method of proceeding in these matters; ho- 
wever, ril read my recantation instantly. My conversion 
is something sudden, indeed; but I can assure him , iris 
very sincere. So, so, here he comes : he looks plaguy 
grulf. {Steps aside , l. 

Enter Sw Anthont, r. 

Sir Anth. No — 1*11 die sooner than forgive him! Die, 
did I say? I'll live these fifty years to plague him. At our 
last meeting, his impudence had almost put me out of 
temper — ^an obstinate — passionate — self-willed boy ! Who 
can he take after? This is my return for getting him be- 
fore all his brothers and sisters! for putting him at twelve 
years old into a marching regiment, and a!lowing him fif- 
ty pounds a year , besides his pay, evtr since ! But I have 
done with him — he's any body's son for me — I never 
will see him more — never — never — never — never. 

Cam. a. Now for a penitential face ! 

[Comes f&t*ward on the t. 
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Sir Anth. Fellow, get out of my way ! [^Crosses to r. 

Capt. a. Sir, you see a penitent before your 

Sir Anth/ I see an impudent scoundrel before me. 

Capt. A. A sincere penitent. I am come , sir, to ackno- 
wledge my error, and to submit entirely to your will. 

Sir Antii. What's that? 

Gapt. A. I have been revolving , and reflecting , and 
considering on your past goodness, and kindness , and 
condescension to me. 

Sir Anth. Well, sir? 

Cap. a. 1 have beei^Iikewise weighing, and balancing, 
what you were pleased to mention, concerning duty, and 
obedience , and authorityc 

Sir Anth. Why, now you talk sense, absolute sense ! 
I never heard any thing more sensible in my life. Con- 
found you I you shall be Jack again. 

Capt. A. I am happy in the appellation. 

Sir Anth. Why then , Jack, my dear Jack , I will now 
inform you who the lady really is. Nothing but your pas- 
sion and violence, you silly fellow , prevented me telling 
you at first. Prepare, Jack , for wonder and rapture — pre- 
pare. What think you of Miss Lydia Languish ? 

Capt. A. Languish! What the Languishes of Worces- 
tershire ? 

Sir Anth. Worcestershire! No. Did you never meet 
Mrs. Malaprop , and her niece , Miss Languish , who came 
into our country , just before you were last ordered to 
your regiment ? 

Capt. A. Malaprop! Languish! I don't remember ever 
to have heard the names before. Yet stay , I think I do 
recollect something — Languish — Languish — She squints, 
don't she? A little red-haired girl? 

Sir Anth. Squints ! A red-haired girl ! Z ds ! no ! 

Capt. A. Then I must have forgot ! it can't be the same 
person. 

Sir Anth. Jack! Jack! what think you of blooming, 
love-breathing seventeen ? 

Capt. A. As to that, sir, I am quite indifferent^ if I 
can please you in the matter, 'tis all I desire. 
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Sir Antb. Nay, but Jack , such eyes! such eyes! so iii- 
noc^nlly wild ! so bashfully irresolute ! Not a g^iaace but 
speaks and kindles some thought of love! Then, Jack, 
her cheeks ! her cheeks ! Jack ! so deeply blushing at the 
insinuations of her tell-tale eyes! Then, Jack, her lips! 
0, Jack , lips, smiling at their own indiscretion ! and , if 
not smiling , more sweetly pouting — more lovely in sul- 
lenness! Then , Jack, her neck I 0, Jack I Jack! 

Capt. a. And which is to be mine, sir, the' niece or 
the aunt? 

Sir Anth. Why , you unfeeling ii^ensible puppy, I des- 
pise you. When I was of your age , such a description 
would have made me tly like a rocket! the aunt, indeed I 
Odds life ! when J ran away with your mother, I would not 
have touched any thing old or ugly to gain an empire. 

Capt. A. Not to please your father, sir? 

Sir Anth. To please my father — Z ds! not to plea- 
se — 0, my father — Odso 1 — yes, yes; if my father, indeed, 
had desired — that's quite another matter. — Though he 
wasn't the indulgent father that I am , Jack. 

Capt. A. I dare say not, sir? 

Sir Antei. But, Jack, you are not sorry to find your 
mistress is so beautiful? 

Capt. A. Sir, I repeat it , if I please you in this affair, 
*tis all I desire. Not that I think a woman the worse for 
being handsome; but, sir, if you please to recollect you 
before hinted something about a hump or two , one eye , 
and a few more graces of that kind — now, without being 
very nice, I own I should rather choose a wife of mine to 
have the usual number of limbs, and a limited quantity 
of back ; and , though one eye may be very agreeable, 
yet , as the prejudice has always run in favour of two, I 
would not wish to affect a singularity in that article. 

Sir Anth. What a phlegmatic sot it is ! Why , sirrah , 
you are an anchorite ! A vile , insensible stock ! You a 
soldier ! you're a walking block , fit only to dust the com- 
pany's regimentals on ! Odds life , I have a great mind to 
marry the girl myself ! 

Capt. A. I am entirely at your disposal , sir ; if you 
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should think of addressing Miss Languish yourself , I 
suppose you would have me marry the aunt ; or if you 
should change your mind , and take the old lady , *tis 
the same to me , I'll marry the niece. 

Sir Anth. Upon my word , Jack, thou art either a 
very great hypocrite , or — but , come , 1 know your 
indifference on such a subject must be all a lie — I'm sure 
it must — come now , d — ^^n your demure face *, come , 
confess , Jack , you have been lying — han^t you ? You 
have been playing the hypocrite, hey? I'll never forgive 
^ou , if you ha*nl been lying and playing the hypocrite. 

Capt. a, I'm sorry, sir , that the respect and duly 
which I bear to you should be so mystaken. 

Sir Anth. Hang-your respect and duly ! Bnt come along 
with me. [ Crosses ro l. ] I'll write a note to Mrs. Mala- 
prop, and you shall visit the lady directly. Her eyes 
' shall be the Promethean torch to you — come along , I'll 
never forgive you , if you don't come back stark mad 
' with rapture and impatience — if you don't, *egad, I'll 
marry the girl myself. [ ExewH , L* 

SCENE II.— Jdlia's Dressing-Room. 
Enter Faclkland, 

Faulk. She told me Julia would return directly: I won- 
der she is not yet come ! — How mean docs this captious, 
unsatisfied temper of mine appear to my cooler judg- 
ment ! What tender , honest joy sparkled in her eyes 
when we met ! How delicate was the warmth of lier ex- 
pressions ! I was ashamed to appear less happy , though 
I had come resolved to wear a face of coolness and up- 
b raiding. Sir Anthony's presence prevented my propo- 
sed expostulations : yet I must be satisfied that she has 
not been so very happy in my absence. She is coming — 
yes, I know the. nimbleness of her tread , when she 
thinks her impatient Faulkland counts the moments of 
h§r stay. 
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Enter Julia , r. d. 

Jul. I had not hoped to see yott again so soon. 

Faulk. Could I , Julia, be contented with my first wel- 
come , restrained , as we were , by the presence of a 
tliird person? 

Jul. Oh , Faulkland ! when your kindness can make 
me thus happy , let me not think that I have discovered 
something of coolness in your first salulation. 

Fahk. 'Twas but your fancy , Julia. I was rejoiced to 
see you^— to see you in such health : sure I had no cause 
for coldness. 

Jul. Nay , then » I see you have taken something ill ; 
you must not conceal from me what it is. 

Faulk. "Well , then , shall I own to jou , that my joy at 
hearing of your health and arrival here , by your neigh- 
bour Acres , was somewhat damped , by his dwelling 
much on the high spirits you had enjoyed io Devonshire : 
on your mirth — your singing — dancing — ai>d I know not 
what : for such is my temper , Julia*, that I should regard 
every mirthful moment in your absence , as a treason 
to constancy. The mutual tear , that steals down the 
cheek of parting lovers , is a compact , that no smile 
shall live there till they meet again. 

Jul. Must I never cease to tax my Favdkland with this 
teasing , minute caprice ! Can the idle reports of a lylly 
boor weigh in your breast against my tried affection ? 

Faulk. They have no weight with me , Julia : no , no ^ 
I am happy , if you have been so — yet only say that you 
did not sing with mirth — say that you thought of Faulk- 
land in the dance. 

Jul. I never can he happy in your absence. If I 
wear a countenance of content , it is to show that my 
mind holds no doubt of my Fa.ulkiand's truth. Believe 
me , Faulkland , I mean not to upbraid you , when I 
say , that 1 have often dressed sorrow in smiles , lest my 
friends should guess whose unkindness had caused my 
tears. 

Faulk. You were ever all goodness to me ! Oh , 1 
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am a brute, when I but admit a doubt of your true con- 
stancy ! 

Jul. If ever without such cause from you, as I will 
not suppose possible , you find my affections veering but 
a point, may I become a proverbial scoff for levity and 
base ingratitude! 

Faulk. Ah, Julia! that last word is grating to me! 
I would I had no title to your gratitude! Search your 
heart, Julia: perhaps what you have mistaken (or love, 
is but a warm effusion of a too thankful heart ! 

Jul. For what quality must I love you? 

Faulk. For no quality: to regard me for any quality 
of mind or understanding, were only to esteem me! And 
for person — I have often wished myself deformed , to be 
convinced that I owed no obligation there for any part 
of your affection. 

Jul. Where nature has bestowed a show of nice at- 
tention in the features of a mau ^ he should laugh at it as 
mifiplaced. I have seen men, who in this vain article, 
perhaps, might rank above you; but my heart has never 
asked my eyes if it were so or not. 

Faulk. Now, this is not well from you, Jutia , I des- 
pise person in a man , yet , if you love me as I wish , 
though I were an iGlhiop , you'd thibk none so fair. 

Jul. I see you are determined to be unkind — The con- 
tract, which my poor father bound us in, gives you more 
than a lover's privilege. 

Faulk. Again, Julia, you raise ideas that feed and 
justify my doubts. How shall I be sure, had you re- 
mained unbound in thought or jpromiae , that I should 
still have been the object of your persevering love ? 

Jul. Then try me now — Let us be free as strangers as 
to what is past : my heart will not feel more liberty. 

Faulk. There, now! so hasty, Julia! so aoxious to 
be free ! if your love for me were fixed and ardent,, you 
would not loose your hold, even though I wished it! 

Jul. Oh, you tortive me to the heart! I cannot bear 
it! 

Faulk. I do not mean lo diBtvess yon : if I Upred you 
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less, 1 should never give yott an uneasy moment. I 
would not boast, yet let me say, that I have neither age, 
person , nor character , to found dislike on ; my fortune 
such , as few ladies could be charged with indiscretion 
in the match. O Julia! when love receives such coun- 
tenance froip prudence , nice minds will be suspicious 
of its birth. 

Jul. I know fiot whither your insinuations would tend ; 
but as they seem pressing to insult me, I will spare you 
the regret of having done so — I have given no cause for 
this! ^Exit crying r. d. 

•Faolk. In tears! stay, Julia — stay , but for a momeut 
— The door is fastened! Julia! my soul! but for one 
moment! — I hear her sobbing! *Sdedth! what a brute 
am I to use her thus! — ^yet stay — Ay, she is coining 
now : how little resolution there is in women ! how a 
few soft words can turn them! [Sits down and sings. \^ 

No, Z ds! she's not coming, nor don*t intend it, I 

suppose! This is not steadiness, but obstinacy! Yet 
I deserve it. What, after so long an absence, to quar- 
rel with her tenderness! 'twas barbarous and unmanly ! 
— I should be ashamed to see her now. — I'll wait till her 
just resentment is abated , and when I distress her so 
again, may I lose her for ever. [Exit^ l. 

SCENE in. — Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings. 

Enter ^^. Malaprop, ivith a Letter in her hand, 
_. , Captain Absolute /o//ou;/ng' , l. 

' Mrs. M. Your being Sir Anthony's son , Captain , 
would itself be a sufficient accommandation ; but from the 
ingenuity of your appearance , I am convinced yOu de- 
serve the character here given of you. 

Capt. a. Permit me to say, madam, that as I have 
never yet had 'the pleasure of seeing Miss*. Languish , my 
principal inducement in this affair, at present, is the ho* 
nour of being allied to Mrs. Malaprop, of wliose intel- 
lectual accomplishments , elegant manners , and unaffect- 
ed learning, no tongue is silent. 
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Mrs. M. Sir, you do me infinite honour! I beg. Gap- 
tain, you'll be seated. — [Both sW] — Ah! few genlle- 
men , now-a-days, know how to value the inefTectual qua- 
lities in a woman! few think how a little knowledge 
becomes a gentlewoman! Men have no sense, now, but 
for the worthless flower of beauty. 

Capt. a. It is but too true, indeed, ma'am ; yet I fear 
our ladies should share the blame ; they think our admi- 
ration of beauty so great , that knowledge , in them , 
would be superfluous. Thus, like garden trees, they 
seldom show fruit , till time has robbed them of the more 
specious blossoms : few , like Mrs. Malaprop , and the 
orange-tree, are rich in both at once. 

Mrs. M. Sir , you overpower me with good breeding 
— He is the very pine-apple of politeness! You are not 
ignorant. Captain, that this giddy girl has, somehow, 
contrived to fix her affections on a beggarly , strolling, 
eves-dropping ensign, whom none of us have seen, and 
nobody knows any thing of. 

Capt. A. Oh, I have heard the silly affair before. I'm 
not at all prejudiced against her on that account. But it 
must be very distressing, indeed, to you, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. Oh , it gives me the hydrostatics to such a 
degree! — I thought she had persisted from correspond- 
ing with him; but behold, this very day, I have inter- 
ceded another letter from the fellow — I believe I have 
it in my pocket. 

Capt. A. 0, the devil! my last note! 

[Aside. 

BIrs. M. Ay , here it is. 

Capt. A. Ay^ my note, indeed! O, the little traitress, 
Lucy! [Aside. 

Mrs. M. There , perhaps you may know the writing. 

[Gives him the letter. 

Capt. A. I think I have seen the hand before — yes, I 
certainly must have seen this hand before. 

Mrs. M. Nay, but read it, Captain. ^ 

Capt. A. [Reads.'] " My soul's idol, my adored 
Lydia ! " — Very tender , indeed ! 
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Mrs. M; Tender! ay, and profane too, o'my con- 
science ! ' 

Capt. a. '* I am excessively alarmed at the intelli- 
gence you send me, the more so as my new rival *' — 

AIrs. M. That's you, sir. 

Capt. A. " Has universally the character of being au 
accomplished gentleman , and a man of honour." >\ell , 
that's handsome enough. 

Mrs. M. Oh , the fellow has some design in writing so. 

Capt. A. That he had, I'll answer for him , ma'am. 

Mrs. M. But go on , sir — you'll see presently. 

Capt, A. " As for the old weatherbeaten she-dragon , 
who guards you" — Who can he mean by that? 

Mrs. M. Me , sir — me — he means me there — what do 
you think now? — but go on a little further. 

Capt. A. Impudent scoundrel! — '' it shall go hard but 
I will elude her vigilance ; as I am told that the same 
ridiculous vanity , which makes her dress up her coarse 
features , and deck her dull chat with hard words which 
she don't understand*' — 

Mrs. M. There , sir , an attack upon my language ! 
what do you think of that? — an aspiration upon my parts 
of speech! was ever such a brute! Sure if I reprehend 
any thing in this world, it is the use of my oracular 
tongue, and a nice derangement of epitaphs. 

Capt. A. He deserves to be hanged and quartered! let 
me see — " same ridiculous vanity" — 

Mrs. M. You need not read it again , sir ! 

Capt. A. I beg pardon, ma'am — *' does also lay her 
open to the grossest deceptions from flattery and pre- 
tented admiration" — an impudent coxcomb — " so that I 
have a scheme to see you shortly, wilh the old Harri- 
dan's consent, and even to make her a go-between in our 
interviews." — Was ever such lissurance ! 

Mrs! M. Did you ever hear any thing like it? [ They 
rise.] He'll elude my vigilance, will he? — yes, yes!— 
ha! ha! he's very likely to enter these doors! — we'll 
try who caH plot best! 

Capt. A. So we will, mn'am-^so we wilL — Ha! hal 
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ha! a conceited pnppy ! ha! ha! ha! — ^Well, but Mrs. 
Malaprop , as the girl seems so infatuated by this fellow, 
suppose you were to wink at her corresponding with him 
for a little time — let her even plot an elopement with him 
— then do you connive at her escape — while I , just in the 
nick, will have the fellow laid by the heels, and fairly 
contrive to carry her off in his stead. 

Mrs. M. I am delighted with the scheme ; never was 
any thing better perpetrated. 

Gapt. a. But, pray, could I not see the lady for a few 
minutes now? — I should lil'e to try her temper a little. 

Mrs. M. "Why , I don't know ; I doubt she is not pre- 
pared for a visit of this kind. There is a decorum in 
these matters. 

Gapt. A. Lord, she won't mind me! — only tell her , 
Beverley — 
. Mrs. M. Sir! 

Gapt. A. Gently, good tongue! \^ Aside, 

Mrs. M. What did you say of Beverley ? 

Gapt. A. Oh, I was going to propose that you should 
tell her, by way of jest, that it was Beverley who was be- 
low — she'd come down fast enough then — ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mrs. M. 'TwOuld be a trick she well deserves; besides, 
you know the fellow tells her he'll get my consent to see 
her — ha ! ha ! Let him if he can, I say again. Lydia, co- 
me down here ! [Calling,'] He'll make me a go-belween in 
their interviews! — hal ha ! ha ! Gome down , I say, Lydia ! 
I don't wonder at your laughing — ha! ha! ha! hi. impu- 
dence is truly ridiculous. 

Gapt. A. 'Tis very ridiculous , upon mjT soul , ma'am ! 
— ha! ha! ha! 

Mrs. M. The little hussy won'f hear. Well, I'll go and 
tell her at once who it i& — she shall know that Gaptaia 
Absolute is come to wait on her. And I'll make her behave 
as becomes a young womap. 

Caipt. a. As you please, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. For the present, Gaptain , your servant — A|i ^ 
you've not done laughing yet, I see — elnde my vigilance i 
yes , yes — Hal ha ! ha ! ha ! [Exit^ r, 

4* 
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Capt. a. Ha! Iia! ba! one would think, now, that I 
might throw otTall disguise at once, and seize my prize 
with security 5 but such is Lydia*s caprice , that , to unde- 
ceive, were probably to lose her. I'll see whether she 
knows me. [fFalks aside , surveying the Pictm^es. 

Enter Ltdia, r. 

Lyd. What a scene am I now to go through ! surely no~ 
thing can be more dreadful than to be obliged to listen to 
the loathsome addresses of a stranger to one's heart. I 
have heard of girls persecuted , as I am , who have appea- 
led in behalf of tlieir favoured lover , to the generosity of 
his rival : suppose 1 were to try it — there stands the hated 
rival — an officer too ! but, oh , how unlike my Beverley ! 
I wonder he don't begin — truly , he seems a very negli- 
gent wooer! — quite at his ease, upon my^word ! 1*11 speak 
first — first — Mr. Absolute! 

Capt. A. Ma'am. [Twmsrotmd. 

Lyd. heavens! Beverley! 

Capt. A. Hush! hush, my life! softly, bc^ not sur- 
prised ! 

Lyo. I am so antonished! and so terrified! and so 
overjoyed! For heaven's sake , how came you here? 

Capt, A. Briefly. I have deceived your aunt. I was 
informed that my new rival was to visit here this even- 
ing, and, contriving to have him kept away, have passed 
myself on her for Captaid Absolute. 

Lyd. Oh, charming! — and she really lakes you for 
young Absolut^? 

Capt. A. Oh, she's convinced of it. 

Lyd. Ha! ha! ha! I Can't forbear laughing y to thifik 
how her sagacity is over-reached. 

Capt. A. But we trifle with our precious moments — 
such another opportunity may not occur ; then let me 
now conjure my kind, my condescending angel, to fix the 
lime when! may rescue her from undeserved persecution , 
and, with a licensed warmth, plead for my reward. 

Lyd. Will you then, Beverley, consent to forfeit that 
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portion of my paltry wealth? that burden on the wings 
of love ? 

Capt. a. Ob, come to me — rich only thus — in loveli- 
ness! Bring no portion to me but thy love! 'twHl be 
generous in you, Lydia; for well you know, it is the 
only dower your poor Beverley can repay. 

Ltd. How persuasive are his words! how charming 
will poverty be with him! [Aside. 

Capt. A. By heavens, I would fling all goods of for- 
tune from me with a prodigal hand , to enjoy the scene 
where I might clasp my Lyditi to my bosom, and say , 
the world affords no smile to me but here. 

{^Embracing her. 
If she holds out now , the devil is in it. [_Aside. 

Lyd. Now could I fly with him to the Antipodes — but 
my persecution is not yet come to a crisis. [^Aside. 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop , liilening , r. 

Mrs. M. I am impatient to know how the little hussy 
deports herself. . [Aside: 

Capt. A. So pensive, !||?dia! — is then your warmth 
abated? 

• Mrs. M. Warmth abated? — so? — she has been in a 
passion , I suppose . [ Aside. 

Lyd. No; nor ever can while 1 have life. 

Mrs. M. An ill-temper*d little devil ! — She*ll be in a 
passion all her life, will she? [Aside. 

Lyd. Let her choice be Captain Absolute, but Be- 
verley is mine. 

Mrs. M. I am astonished at her assurance! — to his 
face —th is to his face ! [ Aside, 

Capt. A. Thus, then, let me enforce my suit. 

[Kneeting. 

Mrs. M, Ay — poor young man! — down on his kness, 
entreating for pity! — lean contain no longer. [A$ide,'\ 
— Why, thou vixen! — I have overheard you. 

Capt. A, Oh , confound her vigilance! [Aside. 

Mrs. M. Captain Absolute— I know not how to apo- 
logize for her shocking rudeness. 
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Gapt. X, So, all's safe I find. [_Aside,] I have hopes 
madam , that lime will bring the young lady — 

Mrs. M. 0, there's nothing to be hoped for from 
her! she's as headstrong as an allegory on the banks of 
the Nile. 

Lyd. Nay, madam, what do you charge me with 

DOW? . ' 

Mrs. M. Why thou unblushing rebel — didn't yod tell 
this gentleman to his face, that you loved another bet- 
ter? — did'nt you say you never would be his? 

Lyd. No, madam, I did not. 

Mrs. M. Good heavens, what assurance ! — Lydia , 
Lydia, you ought to know that lying don't become a 
young woman! Didn't you boast that Beverley — that 
stroller, Beverley — possessed your heart? Tell me that, 
I say. 

Lyd. *Tis true, ma'am , and none but Beverley 

Mrs. M. Hold! — h<5ld, assurance! — you shall not be 
so rude. 

Capt. a. Nay, pray, Mrs. Malaprop, don't stop the 
young lady's speech : — she's very welcome to talk thus 
— it does not hurt me in the least, I assure you. 

Mrs. M. You are too good , captain — too amiably pa- 
tient: — but come with me, miss — let us see you agaia 
soon, captain — remember what w€ have fixed. 

Capt. A. I shall, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. Come, take a graceful leave of the gentle- 
man. 

Lyd. May every blessing wait on my Beverley, my lo- 
ved Bev [Mr*. M. prevents her speaking, 

Mrs.,M. Hussy! — Cotae along — come along. 

[Exeitnt Capt. Absolute, l. kissing his hand ta 
Lydu — Mrs. Malaprop and Lydia , r 

SCENI: IV. — Acres' Lodgings, 

Acres and David discovered; Acres just dressed 

Acres. Indeed, David — dress does make a difference , 
David. 
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J)av. 'Tis all iu.all, 1 think — difference?" why , an' 
you were lo go now to Clod Hall, I anv certain the old 
Jady wouldn't know you.- mastec Butler wouldn't be- 
lieve his own eyes, and. Mrs. Pickle- would cry, 'Lard. 
presanre me I' our dairy maid would come giggling to 
the door, and I warrant Dolly T;este'r, your honour's 
favourite, would blush like* my waistcoat. Oons! I'll 
hold a gallon , there au't a dog iu the house but would 
bark, and I question whethei^ Phillis. would wag a hair 
of her tail? 

Acres. Ay , David, there^s nothing like polishing. 

Dav. So I says of your honour's, boots, but the boy 
oever heeds me! 

Acres. But David, has Mr< de la Grace been here? 
I must rub up my balancing^, and chasing, and boring. 

Dav. ril call again , sir.^ [ Crosses to l. 

Acres. Do ; and see if there are any letters Cor me at 
the Post-ofBce. 

Dav. I will. By the mass, I can't help looking at your 
head ! if I hadnH: been at the cooking , 1 wish I may die 
if I should have knawn the dish again myself.. 

[£.1f|7DAVlD, tt. 

[Acres comes forward with a dancing step. 
Acres. Sink, slide — coupee — Confound the first in- 
ventors of cotillions, say I! — they are as bad as algebra , 
to us country gentletaen— I can walk a minuet easy 
enough , when I am forced — and I have been accounted 
a good stick in a country dance. Odds jigs and tabors ! 
— I never valued your cross-over lo couple — figure in— 
right and left — and I'd foot it with e'er a captain in the 
country! — but these outlandish heathen allejTiaiides aud 
cotillions ai*e quite beyond me! — I sliall nevci- prosper at 
them , that's sure — mine are true-born English legs — 
they don't understand their cursed French lingo! their 
pas this, and pas that, and pas t'other? damn me! my 
feet don't like to be called paws ! 
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Entet' Servant, r.* 

Ser. Here is Sir Lucius O'Trigger to wait on you* 
sir. 

AgRES. Show him in . [ Exit Servant , r. 

Exrei' Sir Lugiu$ , r. 

Sir L. Mr. Acres, I am delighted to see you. 
Acres. My dear Sir Lucius, I kiss your hands. 
Sir L^ Pray, my friend , what has brought you so sud- 
denly to Bath ? 

Acres. 'Faith, I have followed Cupid's jack-a-lantern , 
and find myself in a quagmire at last! — Tn short, I have 
been very ill-used, Sir Lucius. I don't choose to men- 
tion names, bi\t look on me as a very ill-used gentle- 
man. 

Spi L. Pray , what is the cause? — I ask no names. 
Acres. Mark me , Sir Lucius ; I fall as deep as need 
be in love with a young lady— her friends take my part 
— I follow her to Bath— send word of my arrival ; and 
receive answer, that the iady is lo be otherwise disposed 
of. This, Sir Lucius, T call being ill-used. 

Sir P. Very ill, upon my conscience !— Pray , can 
you divine the cause of it ? 

Aches. Why, there's the matter: she has another 

lover, one Beverley, >^ho, I am told, is now in Bath.— 

Odds slanders and lies, he must be at the bottom of it. 

Sir L. a rival in the case, is there? and you think he 

has supplanted you unfairly ? 

Acres. Unfairly! to be sure he has. He never could 
have done it fairly. 

Sir L. Then sure you know what is to be done! 
Acres Not I, upon my soul ! 

Sir L. We wear no swords here , but you understand 
me? 

Acres. What! fight him! 

Sir L. Ay, to be sure: what can I mean else? 

Acres. But he has given me no provocation. 

Sir L. Now, I think he has given you ih^ greatest 
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provocation in the world. Can a man commit a more 
heinous offence against another, than to fall in love 
with the same woman ? Oh, by , my soul ; it is the most 
unpardonable breach of friendship. 

Acres. Breach of friendship ! Ay , ay ; but I have no 
acquaintance with this man. I never saw him in all my 
life. 

Sm L. That's no argument at all — he has the less right 
then to take such a liberty. 

Acres. *Gad, that's true — ^I grow full of anger. Sir 
Lucius! — I (ire apace; odds hilts and blades! I find a 
man may have a deal of v'alo^ir in him , and not know 
it! — But couldn't I contrive to have a little right on my 
side ? 

Sir L. What the devil signifies right when ^ your ho- 
nour is concerned? do you think Achilles, or my little 
Alexander the Great, ever inquired where the right 
lay ? No , by my soul , they drew their broad swords , 
and left the lazy sons of peace to settle the justice of it. 

Acres.' Your words are a grenadier's march to my 
heart! I believe courage must be catching! — I certainly/ 
do feel a kind of valour arising, as it were — ^a kind of 
courage, as I may say- Odds flints, pans, and triggers ! 
I'll challenge him directly. 

Sir L. Ah, my little friend! if we had Blunderbuss 
Hall here — I could show you a range of ancestry , in the 
O'Trigger line, that would furnish the New Room, eve- 
ry one of whom had killed his man! — For though the 
mansion-house and dirty acres have slipped through my 
fingers , I thank heaven , our honour and the family pic- 
tures are as fresh as ever. 

Acres. Oh, Sir Lucius, I have had ancestors too! — 
every man of them colonel or captain in the militia ! — 
odds balls and barrels! say no more — I'm braced for it. 
The thunder of your words has soured the milk of hu- 
man kin^Qess in my breast! — Z — s! as the man in the 
play says, * I could do such deeds' — 

Sir L. Gome, come, there must be no passion at all 
in the case — these things should always be done. civilly. 
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Aqbes. I must be in a passion. Sip Lucius — I must be 
in a rage— Dear Sir Lucius, lei me be in a rage, if you 
love me. Come , here's pen and paper. [Sks.] I would 
the ink were red! —Indite, I say, indite! —How shall I 
begin? Odds bullets and blades! Til write a good bold 
hand however. 

Sir L. Pray compose yourself. ^Sits down, 

AciiBS. Come— now, shall I begin with an o^lh. Do , 
Sir Lucius, let me begin wilh a damme ? 

Sia L. Pho! pho! do the thing decently, and like a 
Ghistian. Begin now — '* Sir,t' — 

Acres That's too civil by hatf. 

Sir L. *' To prevent the confusion that might arise" — 

Acres. Well — 

Sir L. '* From our both addressing the same lady" — 

Acres. Ay — '* both undressing the same lady" — 
there's the reason — ** same lady" — Well — 

Sir L. " I shall expect the honour of your compa- 
nj"— 

AcRfi. Z -ds! I'm not asking him to dinner! 

Sir L. Pray , be easy. 

Acres. Well,* then, "honour of your company" — 
Does company begin with a C. or a K? 

Sir L. *' To settle our pretentions" — 

Acres. Well. 

Sir L. Let me see— ay. King's Mead fields will do — 
" in King's Mead fields." 

Acres. So, that's done. Well, I'll fold it up pre- 
sently; my ^ own crest, a hand and dagger, shall be the 
seal. 

Sir L. You see, now, this little explanation will put 
a stop at once to all confusion or nusunderstanding that 
might arise between you. 

Acres Ay, we fight to prevent any misunderstanding; 

Sir L. Now, I'll leave you to fix your own time. Take 
my advice , and you'll decide it this evening if you can ; 
then , let the worst come of it, t'will be off your mind 
lo-mowow. 

Acres, Very true. 
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Sir l. So 1 shall see nothing more of you , unless it 
be by letter , till the evening — 1 would do myself the 
Iionour to carry your message ; bnt , to tell you a secret, 
I believe I shall have just such another affair on my own 
hands. There is a gay captain here who put a jest on me 
lately at the expense of my country , and I only want to 
fall in with the gentleman to call him out. 

AcRBS. By my valour , I should like to see you fight 
first ! Odds life , I should like te see you kill him , if it 
was only to gel a little lesson ! 

Sir l. I shall be very proud of instructing you. Well, 
for the present — but remember now , when you meet 
your antagonist, do every thing in a mild and agreeable 
manner. Let your courage be as keen , but at the same 
time as polished as your sword. 

lExeunt — Sir Lucius, r.Acres^,l. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I, — Acres' Lodgings. 
Acres and David discovered^ 

Dav. Then , by the mass , sir ^ I would do no such • 
thing ! ne*er a Sir Lucius O'Trigger in the kingdom 
should make me fight when I wasn't so minded. Cons ! 
what will the old lady say when she hears o't ? 

Acres. But my honour , David , my honour ! I must 
be very careful of my honour. 

Dav. Ay , by the mass , and I would be vsery careful 
of it , and I think in return my honour couldn't do less 
than to he very careful of me. 

Acres. Odds blades ! David , no gentleman will ever 
risk the loss of his honour! 

Dav. I say , then , it would be but civil in honour 
never to risk the loss of a gentleman.-— Look yc , master, 
this honour seems to be to be a marvellous false friend } 
ay , truly , a very courtier-like servant. Put the case , 
I was a gentleman ( which , ihank heaveu , no one can 
say of me-) ; well — my honour makes me quarrel with 
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another gentleman of my acquaintance. So— we fight. 
(Pleasant enough that.) Boh ! I kill him— (the more's 
my lock^ ) Now , pray , who gets the profit of it? — why , 
my honour. But , put the case that he kills me ! by the 
mass ! I go to the worms , and my l^onour whips over 
to my enemy. 

Acres. No , David, in that case ! — Odds crowns and 
laurels ! your honour follows you to I he grave ! 

Dav. Now , that's just the place where I could make 
a shift to do without it. 

Acres. Z-^ds ! David , you are a coward ! — It doesn't 
become my valour to listen to you. — What , shall I disr 
^race ray ancestors !t— Think of that , David — think what 
it would be to disgrace my ancestors ! 

Dav. Under favour, the surest way of not disgracing 
them , is to keep as long as you can out of their company. 
Look ye , now , master , to go to them in such haste — 
with an ounce of lead in your brains — I should think it 
paight as well be let alone. Our ancestors are very goo4 
kind of folks ; but they are the last people I should cho- 
ose to h^ve a visiting acquaintance with. 

Acres. But , David , now , you don4 think there is such 
very, very r— great danger, hey ? — Odds life ! people 
often fight without any mischief done ! 

Dav. By the mass , 1 think '^is ten to one against you ! 
Oons ! here to meet some lion^headed fellow , I war- 
rant , with his d— nd double barrelled swords and out- 
and-thrust pistols ! Lord bless us ! it makes me tremble 
lo think on*t — those be such desperate bloody-minded 
weapons ! well , I never could abide them ! — from a 
child 1 never could fancy them ! — I suppose there an*t 
been so merciless a beast in the world as your loaded 
pistol ! 

Acres. Z — ds! I won't be afraid — odds fire and fury! 
you sha'nt make me afraid. — Here is the challenge, and 
I have sent for my dear friend , Jack Absolute , to carry 
it for me. 

Dav. Ay , i-lhe name of mischief, let him be the mes- 
senger. — For my part , I rould'nt lend a hand to it , for 



,y Google 



tllB RIVALS. i-il 

the best hot'se iu yout stable. By thcJ mdss ! It don't look 
like another letter !-^it is , lis I may say , a designing 
and malicious-looking letter ! and I warrant smells of 
gunpowd^', like a Soldier's potich ! 0«ns ! I wouldn't 
swear it mayn't go off ! 

Acres. Out , you poltroon !•:— you ha n't the valour of 
a grasshopper. 

Dav. Well , I say no more — 'twill be sad news , id be 
sure , fit Clod-Hall !— but I ha' done. — How Phillis will 
howl when she hears of it ! — ay , poor bitch , she little 
thinks what shooting her master's going after !-*find I 
warrant old Crop , who has cafried your honour , field 
and toad , these ten years , will curse the hour he was 
born ! — [ Whimpering, 

Acres. It won't do , Datid — I am determined to fight , 
so gel along , you coward , while I'm in the mind. 

Enter Servant , r; 

Ser. CaptKin Absolute, dif. 

Acres. O ! show him up. [ Exit Servant , r. 

Dav. Well , heaven send we be atl alive this lime to- 
morrow. 

Acres. What's thai ? — Don't provoke me > David ! 

Dav. Good bye , master, [ Sobbing, 

Acres. Get along , you cowai'dly , dastardly , croaking 
raven. [ Exit David , l.. 

knter Captain Absolute , r. 

Capt. a. What's the mailer. Bob? 

Acres. A vile , sheep-hearted blockhead ! — ^If fhadn'^ 
the valour of St. George , and the dragon to boot — 

Capt. A. But what did you want with me , Bob? 

Acres. Oh !-^there — [Gives him the challenge, 

Capt. A. [ To Ensign Beverley. ] So— ^what's going on 
now ! [ Aside,"] Well , what's this ? 

Acres. A challenge ! 

Capt. A^ Indeed ! — Why , you won't fight him , will 
you , Bob ? 

Acres. 'Egad , but 1 wiU , Jack.— Sir Lucius has 
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wrouglilme to it. He has left me full ofrage^ and I'll 
fight this evening , that so much good passion mayn't be 
-wasted. . • 

Capt. a. Bukwhat have I to do with this ?^' 

AcRFs. Why , as I think you know something of this 
fellow , I want you to find him out for me , and give 
him this mortal defiance*. 

Capt. A. Well , give il me , and trust me he gets it. 

Acres. Thank you , my dear friend , my dear Jack ; 
but it is giving you a great deal of trouble. 

Capt. A. Not in the least — I beg you won't mention 
it. No trouble in the world , I assure you. 

Acres. You are very kind. — What it is to have a friend : 
— you couldn't be my second — could you , Jack ? 

Capt. A. Why , no , Bob — not in this affair — il would 
not be quite so proper. 

Acres. Well , then , I must get my friend Sir Lucius. 
I shall have your good wishes , however , Jack ? 

Capt. A. Whenever he meets you , believe me. 

£ntei' Sbrvamt , r. 

Serv. Sir Anthony Absolute is below , inquiriog forthe 
captain. 

Capt. A. Til come instantly. [Exit Servant , r. 

Well , my little hero , success attend you. [ Going, 

Acres. Stay , stay , Jack. If Beverley should ask you 
what kind of a man your friend Acres is , do tell him I 
am a devil of a fellow — will you , Jack ? 

Capt. A. To be sure I shall. I'll say you are a determi- 
ned dog — hey, Bob ? 

Acres. Ay, do , do — and if that frightens him , 'egad , 
perhaps he mayn't come. So tell him I generally kill a 
man a week ; wiU you , Jack ? 

Capt. A. I will , I will : I'll say you are call'd , in the 
country , ** Fighting Bob. " 

Acres. Right , right — ^'tis all to prevent mischief : for 
I don't want to take is life , if I clear my honoar. 

Capt. A. No !— that's very kind of yOu. 
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Acres. Why , yoa don't wish me to kill him , do you , 
Sack? 

Gapt. a. No , upon my soul , I 4o not. But a detrl 
of a fellow , hey? {^Going. 

Aches. True , truft— But stay— May , Jsick — you may 
2Hid , that you never saw me in «uoh a rage befoare^^^-a 
most devouring rage. 

CAPt. A. I will , I will. 

Acres. Remember , Jack^ a determined dog. 

Capt. a. Ay , ay , *' Fighting Bob." 

[Exeunt i Acres f l. Capt. Absolute , r. 

SCENE II. — Mrs. Malapropos Lodgings. 
^ Enter Mrs. Malaprop. and Ltua » r. 

Mrs. M. Why , thou perverse one I — tell me what you 
■can object to in him ?— Isn't he a Irandsome man ?-*4ell 
jne that. A genteel man ? A pretty figure of a man ? 

Ltd. She little thinks whom she is praising. [Aside,'] 
So is Beverley , ma'am. 

Mas. M. No caparisoiis , miss, if you please. Capari- 
sons don't bf come a young woman. No ! Captain Abso- 
lute is indeed a fin^ gentleman. 

Lyb. Ay , the Captdin Absolute you have seen* 

[Amh. 

UrS. tt. Then he's so well bred ; — so fuflV of alacrity 
tind adulation ! — B6 has so muc& to 6ay tor hittself , in 
such good language too. His pbysiognomy so grammati- 
cal ; then hii presence so noble ! 1 protest , when i saw 
him I thought %f what Hamlet sslyg in the plky:-^'*H6»- 
perian eurls^-^tb^ ffdftit of Job himaelf i in eye , like 
March, to threaten at ^M»aMnd !^a station^ like Hftrry 
Mercury « new" — S«methidg abom ktssiog**-ott « hill — 
however , the similitude strwik me directly ! 

Lvb. Bew enraged she'll be prcle«Mly , ^^b she dis- 
covers her misliJte ! [Jbide, 

En^ Servant , l. 

SMr. Shr Anthony and Captain Absolute are befam 
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any. She will not say she has. Answer , hussy ! why 
4lon*t you answer? [ Aside to her. 

Sir Anth. Then , madam , I trust that a childish and 
basty predilection will he no bar to Jack's happiness. Z — 
d» ! sirrah ! why don't you speak ? [ Aside to him, 

Gapt. a. Hem ! hem ! Madam — hem! [ Capt. Absolute 
nttempis to speak , then returns to Sir Ante. ] 'Faith ! sir , 
I am so confounded ! — and so— so confused ! I told you 
I should' he so , sir , — I knew it. The — the tremour of 
my passion entirely takes away my presence of mind. 

Sir Amth. But it don't take away your Toice , fool , 
does it ?Go up , and speak to her directly ! [Capt. Abso- 
iDTE makes signs to Mrs. Malaprop to leave them together J] 
What the devil are you at ? unlock your jaws , sirrah , 
or — [ Aside to him. 

Capt. A. [ Draws near Lydia. ] Now heaven send slie 
may be too sullen to look round ! I must disguise my 
voice. [ Aside. Speaks in a low tone. ] Will not Miss Lan- 
guish lend an ear to the mild accents of true love ? Will 
not — 

Sir Anth. What the devil ails the fellow ? Why don't 
you speak out ? — not stand croaking like a frog in a 
quinsey ! 

Capt. A. The — the excess of my awe , and my — my 
modesty , quite choak me ! 

Sir A:«th. Ah ! your modesty again ! I'll tell you what , 
Jack : if you don't speak out directly and glibly too , 
I shall be in such a rage ! Mrs. Malaprop , I wish the 
lady would favour us with soniething more than a side* 
front. [ Mrs. Malaprop seems to chide Lydia. 

Capt. A. So ! all will out , I see ! [ Goes up to Lydia, 
^eaks softly. ] Be not surprised , my Lydia, suppress 
all surprise at present. 

Ltd. I Aside.] Heavens ! 'tis Beverley's voice ! — [Looks 
round by degrees , then starts up. ] Is this possible ? — 
my Beverley ! bow can this be ? — my Beverley ! 
' Capt. A. Ah ! 'tis ajl over ! [ Aside. 

Sir Anth. Beterley !— the devil — Beverley! What can 
the girl mean ? This is my son , Jack Absolute. 
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Mrs. M. For shame , hussy 1 for shame ! — yam heacT 
runs so on that fellow , that you have hhn always in yotir 
eyes ! beg Captain Absolute's pardon directly. 

Lyd. I see no Captain Absolute , but my loved Beyeir- 
ley! 

Sir Anth. Z — ds , the girl's mad ! her brain's turned 
by reading ! 

Mrs: M. O* my conscience , I believe iso !— Vhat d6' 
you mean by Bfeveriey , hussy ?— you saw Captain A'bso-^ 
lute before to-day , there heis-your husband that shall be •- 

Ltd. With all my soul , mk'am ; when I refuse n^ 
Bererley — 

Sir Anth. Oh ! she's as mad as Bedlam ! — or has this 
fellow been playing us a rogue'^s trick ! Come here , sir- 
rah , who the devil are you ? 

Capt. a. 'Faith , sir , I am not quite clear myself; but 
rW endeavour ro recollect. 

Sir Ante. Are you my son or not ?— answer for your 
mother, you dog » if you won't for me. 

Capt, A. Ye powers of impudence , befriend^ me ! — 
[Aside, ] Sir Anthony, most assuredly 1 am your wife's 
son ; and that I sincerely believe myself to be yours aK 
so , I hope my duty has always shown. Mrs. Malaprop , 
I anryour most respectful admirer , and shall be proud 
to add affectionate nephew ; I need not tell my Lydia 
that she sees her faithful Beverley , who knowing th^ 
singular generosity of her temper , assumed that name ^^ 
and a station , which has proved a test of the most disin~ 
terested love , which he now hopes to enjoy in a mot& 
elevated character. 

Ltd. So ! — there will be no elopement after all I 

{Sutlenlp. 

Sir Amth. Upon my soul , Jack ; thou art a very impu- 
dent fellow ! To do you justice , I think I never saw a 
piece of more consummate assurance 1 ^ 

Capt. A. Oh , you flatter me , sir; you compliment ;^ 
'tis my modesty you know , sir ; modesty, that has stood 
in my way. 

Sir Anth. Well, I am glad yon are ndt the dull inseti- 

Digitized by Google 



THE nivus. 147 

■nble varlet you pretend to be , however ! Tin glad you 
have made a fool of your father , you dog , I am. So 
this was your penitence , your duty , and obedience ! I 
thought it was d — n*d suddoo. You never heard their 
names before , not you ! Wliat ^ the Languishes of Wor- 
cestershire , hey ? if you could please me in the affair, 
'twas all you. desired! Ah! you dissembling villain ! 
What! I Pointing to Lydia] she squints, don't she ? 
^ little red-haired girl ! hey ? Why , you hypocritical 
youi»g rascal — I wonder you a*n't ashamed to hold up 
your head ! 

Capt. a. 'Tis with difficulty , sir — I am confused — 
very much confused , as you must perceive. 

Mes« H. lud ! Sir Anthony! — a new light breaks in 
upon me ! hey ! hey ' what ! captain , did you write 
the letters then ? What ! — am I to thank ydu for the 
elegant compilation of an ''old weather-beaten she-dra- 
gon , ' — hey ? mercy — was it you that reflected oomj 
parts of speech ? 

Capt. A. Dear sir ! my modesty wiU be overpowere4 
at last, if you don't assist me, I shall certainly not be 
able to stand it. 

Sir All th. Come , come » Mrs. Malaprop , we must for- 
get and forgive ; odds life ! matters have taken so clever 
a turn all ofa sudden, that I could find in my heart to be 
80 good-humoured ! and so gallant ! — hey ! Mrs. Mala 
prop! Come , we must leave them together; Mrs Mala- 
prop, they long to fly into each other's arms, I warrant I 
Jack — isn't the cheek as I said , hey ?— and the eye , you 
TOgue ! — and the lip — hey ? Come , Mrs. Malaprop , 
we'll not disturb their tenderness — their's is the time of 
life for happiness! Youth's the season made for joy — 
[ Sings* ] Hey ( Odd's life ! I'm in such spirits — I 
don't kiow what I could not do ! I^ermit me ma'am — 
I Gives his hand to Mrs. Malaprop,] iSingsl — Tol de 
rol — 'gad \ should like to have a Utile fooling myself— 
Tol de rol! de rot! 

[ BxU » singing , and handing Mrs. MA|.ApBor q/7, 
&.-^LYPii sm mUenly in her Chair, 
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Capt. a. So much thought bodes me no good. [AsidcJ 
So grave Lydia ! 

Lyd. Sir ! 

Capt. A. So! *egad ! I thought as much ! That d — 'nd 
monosyllable has froze me? [ Aside. ] What , Lydia, now 
that we are as happy iu our friends' consent as in our 
mutual vows. 

Lyd. Friends* consent , indeed ! [ Peevishly^ 

Capt. A. Come , come , we must lay aside some of our 
romance ; a little wealth and comfort may be endured 
after all. And for your fortune , the lawyers shall make 
such settlements as — 

Lyd. Lawyers ! I hate lawyers ! 

Capt. A. Nay then we will not wait for their lingering 
forms , but instantly procure the license , and — 

Lyd. The license ! I hate licenses ! 

Capt. A. , my love be not so unkind — thus let me 
entreat — \_ Kneeling. 

Lyd. Pshaw ! what signifies kneeling , when you know 
I must have you ! 

Capt. a. {^Rising.'] Nay, madam , there shall be no 
constraint upon your inclinations , I .promise you. If I 
have lost your heart i I resign the rest. *Gad I must try 
what a little spirit will do. [Aside. 

Lyd. [ Rising. ] Then , sir , let me tell you , the inte- 
rest you had there was acquired by a mean , unmanly 
imposition , and deserves the punishment of fraud. — 
What , you have been treating me like a child ! — hu- 
mouring my romance ; and laughing , I suppose , at 
your success ! 

Capt. A. You wrong me , Lydia, you wrong me — 
only hear — 

Lyd. So , while I fondly imagined we were deceiving 
my relations , and flattered myself that I should outwit 
and incense them all — behold , my hopes are to be- 
crushed at once , by my aunt's consent and approbation 
— and I am myself the only dupe at last ! [Walking about 
in a heat. ] — But here , sir , here is the picture — Bever- 
ley's picture ! [ Taking a Miniature from her bosom ] — 
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which I have worn , night and day, in spite of threats 
;ind entreaties ! — There , «ir , [ Fliiigs ii to Mm, ]^-and 
be assured , I throw the original from my heart as ea- 
sily. 

Capt. a. Nay , nay , ma'am , we will not differ as to 
that — here — [ Taking out a Picture. ] — here is Miss Ly- 
dia Languish. What a difference ! — ay , there is the hea- 
venly assenting smile , that first gave soul and spirit 
to my hopes !— those are the lips which sealed a vow , 
as yet scarce dry in Cupid's calendar ! — and there tha 
half-resentful blush , that would have checked the ar- 
dour of my thanks. Well , all that's past ; all over in- - 
deed I There, madam, in beauty, that cQpy is not 
equal to you , but in my mind , its merit over the ori- 
ginal , in being slill the same , is such—that — I'll put 
it in my pocket. [ Puts it up again 

Lyd. [ Softening, ] 'Tis your own doing , shr — 1 ,1,1 
suppose you are perfectly satisfied. 

Capt. a. Oh , most certainly : sure now , this is much 
better than being in love ! ha t ha ! ha ! — there's some 
spirit in this ! What signifies breaking some scores of 
solemn promises ; all that's of no consequence , you 
know. To be sure people will say , that miss didn't 
know her own mind — but nevermind that: or, perhaps , 
ibey may be ill-natured enough to hint , that the gent- 
leman grew tired of the lady, and forsook her — but 
don't let that fret yeu. 

Lyd. There's no bearing this insolence f 

[ Bursts into tears, 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop and Sir Ahtuony , r. 

Mrs. M. [ Entering.] Come , we must interrupt your 
l^illing and cooing awhile. 

Lyd. This is worse than your treachery and deceit , 
you are iugrate ! 

Sih AsTB, What the devil's the matter now ! Z — ds ! 
Mrs. Malaprop , this in the oddest billing and cooing 
ever heard ! but what the deuce is the meajiiag of it ? 
i'ln quite astonished ! 
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Ca»t. a. Ask the lady , sir. 

Mbs, M. Oh , mercy ! I'm. quite aoalysM , for m j 
pairt ! Why , Lydia , what is the reason of this ? 

Lyo. Ask the gentleman , ma*am. 

Sm Aura. Z— ds ! I shall he in a frenzy I "Why , 
Jack , you are not come out to he any one else « are 
you ? 

Mas M. Ay , sir , there's no more trick , is there ? — 
yoa are not , like Gerherus , three gentlemen at once , are 
you? 

Capt. a . You'll not let me speak — I say the lady 
can account for this much hetter than I can. 

Lyd. Ma'am , you once commanded me never to think 
of Beverley again; there is the man — I now obey you : 
for , from this moment , I renounce him for ever. 

lExit, a. 

Mrs. M. mercy and miracles ! what a turn here is ! 
Why sure , Captain ,you haven't behaved disrespectfully 
to my niece ? 

SirAkih. Ha! ha! ha!*-hal ha! ha I— now I see it — 
Ha! ha! ha!— now I see it — jon h^ve been too lively. 
Jack. 

Capt. a. Nay , sir , upon my word— 

Sir Anth. Come, no lying, Jack — I'm sure 'twasso. Co- 
me , no excuses , Jack ; why , your father , you rogue » 
was so before you ; the blood of the Absolutes was alwayf 
impatient. 

Capt. A. By all that's good , sir — 

Sw Asttn* Z — ds! say no more , I tell you- — Mrs. Mal- 
aprop shall make your peace. You must make his peace, 
Mrs. Malaprop ; you most tell her , 'tis Jack's way — tell 
her, 'tis all our ways — it runs in the blood of our family ! 
Come away , Jack , ha ! ha ! ha ! Jtfrs. Malaprop — a young 
villain I [ pushes him ou/ , l. 

Mrs. M. Oh , Sir Anthony t , fie , CapUin ! 

[£a;f«nl , r. 
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SCtMWl—Tkelfmh J^arade. 
Enter %SK LfMiut^d'TRtacM » a. 

8111 L. 1 ^^robJer ^bere ^id Opt a in Absolute hides 
iiknself. I}p<m my cofisci^iiee xh»$% officers are always 
in one*» inr&y in loTe affMrs ; I^eraemberl might have 
narried Ijady Dorothy €armin>6 r if it had not been for a 
little rogue of a major , who ran away with her before 
^e could get a sight of me ! Add I wonder too what it 
is ^e ladie» «aa see in them to be so fond of them— un- 
less it be a touch of the old serpent ill them , that makes 
the little creatm^s be caught , Uke -ripers , with a bit of 
red eloth. ilah , isn't this tliie Captain coming ?'^'feilh, 
it is ! There is a probability ef succeeding tA^vX that fel- 
low , that is mighly proroking ! who the devfl is be tal- 
J(ing tp? [Ke/iVe*. B. 

£t9terCiPTAi» Ab80I4JT«, l. 

CAfrT* A' I'o what fine purpose Jiave I been plotting! 
a noblQ reward for all my schemes , upon my soul ! a 
little eipgy ! I did pot think her romance could have 
made Ixpr so d — n'd ab^nrd either. 'Sdeath » I never was 
in a worsi^ humour in my life II could cut my own throat, 
or any othey person's « with the greatest pleasure in the 
world! . 

SfR L, O , 'faith! Vm in the luck of Jt, I never wouIot 
tiav^Coupd him in a sweeter tempejr for pay purpose — to 
be sur^ Tm just com^ in the nick ! now to enter into coo- ^ 
versatiop with him , and so auarrel genteelly. [Aside. Ad- 
vances to Capt. Absolute,] with regard to that matter , 
Captain , I mu^ beg leave to differ in opinion with you. 

Capt. A^ Upqn my word, then, you must be a very sub- 
tle disputant ; becapse , sir, I happened just then to be 
giving Po opipiop at all. 

Sir L. Thai's np reason ; for give me leave to tell you , 
a man inay think an untruth as well as speak one. 

Capt. A. Very true , sir; but if a man never utters his 
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thoughU, I should think ihey might stand a chance of es- 
caping controversy. i . « 

Sir L. Then , sii', you differ in opinion with me , which 
amounts to the same thing. 

Capt. a. Hark ye , Sir Lucius , if I had not before 
known you to be a gentleman, upon my soul, I should 
not have discovered it at this interview; for, what you 
can drive at, unless you mean to quarrel with me , I can- 
not conceive ! 

Sir L. I humbly thank you, sir, for the quickness of 
your apprehension— [Boiwny.] you have named the very 
thing I vfould be at. 

Capt. A. Very well, sir — I shall certainly not baulk 

your inclinations but I should be glad if you would 

please to explain your motives. 

Sir L. Pray , sir , be easy— the quarrel is a very pretty 
quarrel , as it stauds-we should only spoil it by trying to 
explain it. However , your memory is very short— or you 
could not have forgot an affront you passed on me within 
this week. So, no more, but name your time and place. 

Capt. A. Well, sir, since you are so bent on it, the 
sooner the belter; let it hf this evening— here by the 
Spring Gardens. We shall scarcely be interrupted. 

Sir L, 'Faith! that same interruption , in affairs of thw 
nature, shows very great ill-breeding. I don't know what's 
the reason , but in England, if a thing of this kind get* 
wind , people make such a pother , that a gentlemra 
can never fight in peace and quietness. However , if it s 
thejsame to you, Captain, I should take it as a particular 
kindness, if you'd let us meet in King's Mead-fields, as a 
little business will call me there about six o'clock, and I 
may despatch both matters at once. 

Capt. A. *Tis the same to me exactly. A little after six, 
then, we will discuss this matter more seriously. 

Sia L. If you please, sir; there will be very pretty 
small-sword light, though it won't do for a Iwg shot. So 
that matter's settled ; and my mind's at ease. 
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ACT V. 

SCE^E I.— Julia's Dressing-Room, 

Enter Julia, r. 

Jul. How this message has alarmed me!* what dreadful 
accident can he mean ? why such charge to be alone ? O 
Faulkland !. how many unhappy moments , how many 
tears, you have cost me ! 

Enter Faulklaho, l. 

"What means this ? why this caution , Faulkland ? 

Faulk. Alas, Julia! I am come to take a long farewell! 

Jul. ffeav'ns! what do you mean? 

Faulk. You see before you a wretch whose life is for- 
feited : — Nay, start not; the infirmity of my temper has 
drawn all this misery on me : I left you fretful and passio- 
nate^ — an untoward accident drew me into a quarrel — the 
event is, that I must fly this kingdom instantly !-r-Oh, Ju- 
lia, had I been so fortunate as to have called you mine en- 
tirely , before this mischance had fSillen on me, I should 
not so deeply dread my banishmenti 

Jul. My soul is oppressed with sorrow at the nature of 
your misfortune : had these adverse circumstances arisen* 
from a less fatal cause , I should have felt strong comfdrt 
in the thought, that I could now chase from your bosom, 
every doubt of the warm sincerity of my love. My heart 
has long known- no other guardian : T now entrust my 
person to your honour — we will fly together : when safe 
from pursuit , my father's will may be fulfilled , and I re- 
ceive a legal claim to be the partner of your sorrows, and 
tenderest comforter. 

Faulk. O Julia! I am bankrupt in gratitude! — Would 
you not wish some hours to weigh the advantages you fo- 
rego, and what little compensation poor Faulkland can 
make you , beside his solitary love? 

Jul. I ask not a moment — No, Faulkland , I have loved 
you for yourself i and if I now, more than ever, prize (he 
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solemn eogagement which s« long has pledged us to each 
other , it is because it leaves no yoom for hard aspersions 
on my fame , and puts the seal of duty to an act of love. 
But let us not linger — perhaps this delay — 

Faulk. *Twill be better I should not venture out again 
till dark : yet am I grieved to think what numberless dis- 
tresses will press heavy on your gentle disposition ! 

Jul. Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by thi& un- 
happy act ? I know not whether 'tis so , but sure that alo- 
ne can never make us unhappy — The little I have will be 
sufBcient to support us, and exile never should be splen- 
did. 

FAULt.. Ay» but in such an abject state ofUfe my wouik- 
ded pride, perhaps, may increase the natural fretfulness 
of my temper, till I become a rude , morose companion , 
beyond your patience to endure. 

Jul. If your thoughts should assume so unhappy a 
bent , you will the more wapt some mild and affectionate 
spirit to watch over and console you; one who, by bea- 
rTng your infirmities with geotlenoss and resignation, may 
teach you so to bear the evils of your fortune. 

Faulk. Julia, I have proved you to the quick 1 and with 
this useless device, I throw away all my doubts. Hows hall 
I plead to be forgiven this last unworthy effect of my res- 
tless, unsatisfied disposition ? 

Jul. Bas no such disaster happened as you related? 

Faulk. I am ashamed to own that it was all pretended. 
Let me to-morrow, in the face of heaven , receive my fu- 
ture guide and mouitress, and exinate my past folly, by 
years of tender adoration. 

Jul. Hold, Faulklandl that you are free from a crime, 
which I before feared to name , heaven knows how since- 
rely I rejoice! These are tears of thankfulness for that! 
But, that your cruel doubts should have urged you to an 
imposition that has wrung my heart, gives me now a panf^ 
more keen than I can express \ 

Faulk. By heavens ! Julia — 

Jul. Yet hear me— My fathei! loved yo*, Faulkland ! 
and you preserved the life th^t lep4er parent gave fwsf I ib 
/ 

^^^^ Digitized by Google 



THE RIVALS. i55 

bis presence I pledged my haod-^joyfully pledged it. 
where before I had given my heart. Wbe«9 soon after « 
I lost that parent , it seemed tome , that Providence bad, 
in Faulkland , shown me whither to transfer , without a 
pause , my gratified duty as well as my affection : hence 
X have been content to bear from you , what pride and 
delicacy would have forbid me from anolher. I will BOt 
upbraid yoq, by repeating how you have trifled witb my 
sincerity. 

Faulk. I confess it all ! yet , hear-— 

Jul. After such a year of trial , I might have flattered 
myself that I should not have been insulted with a new 
probation of my sincerity, as cruel as unnecessary! I 
now see that it is not in your nature to be content, or 
confident iu love. With this conviction I never will be 
yours. 

Favlk. Nay, but Julia , by my soul and honour ! — If , 
after this — 

Jul. But one word more. As my faith has once been gi- 
ven to you, I will neverbarterit with another. I shall piay 
for your happiness with the truest sincerity; and the dea- 
rest blessing I can ask of heaven to send you, will be to 
charm you from that unhappy temper which alone has 
prevented the performance of our solemn engagen^eiU. 
All I request of you is , that you will yourself reflect upsn 
this infirmity ; and, when you number up the many true 
delights it has deprived you of, let it not be your least 
regret , that it lost you the love ef one who would have 
followed you in beggary through the world. . [ Mxit, a. 

Faulk. She's gone! — for ever!-*-There wasan awful 
resolution in her manner that ritetted jue to my place. 
, fool ! — dolt! — barbarian ! Cursed as I am , with more 
imperfections than my fellow wretches , kind fortunesent 
a heaven-gifted cherub to my aid, and , like a ruffia», 
I have driven her from my side \ I must now hasten to my 
appointment. Well, my mind ist^rnedfbr such a scene ! 
I shall wish only to become a principal in it , and reverse 
the tale my cursed foUy put ffte v^n forging here. love! 
tovmeator I fl«»d I whose influence 9^ liVe th« d)QOi^*s» 96- 
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ting on men of dall souls , makes idiots of them , but 
meeting subtler spirits, betrays their course , and urges 
sensibility to madness I [ Exit^ l. 

Enter Maid and Ltdia , l. 

Maid. My mistress , ma'am , I know , was here , just 
now ; perhaps she is only in the next room. [ Exit, a. 

Ltd. Heigho! Though he has used me so^ this fellow 
runs strangely in my head. I believe one lecture from mjr 
grave cousin will make me recall him. 

Enter Julu , r. 

Oh , Julia, I am come to you with such an appetite for 
consolation ! Lud , child ! what's the matter with you ! 
You have been crying ! — I'll be hanged if that Faulkiand 
has not been tormenting you ! 

Jul. You mistake the cause of my uneasiness : some- 
thing has Qurried me a little. Nothing that you can guess 
at. 

Ltd. Ah ! whatever vexations you may have , I can as- 
sure you mine surpass them. You know who Beverley 
proves to be ! 

Jul. I will now own to you, Lydia , that Mr. Faulkiand 
had before informed me of the whole affair. 

Ltd. So , then , I see I have been deceived by every 
one ! but I don't care , I'll never have him. 

Jul. Nay , Lydia — 

Ltd. 'Why , is it not provoking , when I thought we 
were coming to the prettiest distress imaginable , to find 
myself made a mere Smithfield bargain of at last? — ^There 
had I projected one of the most sentimental elopements ! 
so becoming a disguise ! so amiable a ladder of ropes! 
conscious moon — four horses — Scotch parson — withsuch 
surprise to Mrs. Malaprop ! and such paragraphs in the 
newspapers ! — Oh , I shall die with disappointment ! 

Jul. 1 don't wonder at it* 

Ltd. Now — sad reverse ! — what have I to expect, but 
after a deal of flimsy preparation , with a bishop's licen- 
ce , and my aunt's blessing , to go simpering up to the 
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altar! or, perbaps , be cried three times in a country 
cburcb , and bave an unmannerly fat clerk ask the con- 
sent of every butcher in the parish , to join John Absolute 
and Lydia Lauguisb , spinster.— Oh, that I should live to 
hear myself called spinster ! 

JUL. Melancholy, indeed ! 

Ltd. How mortifying , to remember the dear , delicious 
shifts I used to be put to , to gain half a minute's conver- 
sation with this fellow ! How often have I stole forth in 
the coldest night ia January , and found him in the gar- 
den , stuck like a dripping statue ! — There would he 
kneel to me in the snow, ^nd sneeze and cough , so pa- 
thetically ! — he shivering with cold , and I with appre- 
hension! — and, while the freezing blast numbed our 
joints , bow warmly would he press me to pity his flame, 
and glow with mutual ardour !— Ah , Julia , that was so- 
mething like being in love ! 

Jul. Iflwcrein spirits, Lydia, I could chide you only 
by laughing heartily at you ; but it suits more the situa- 
tion of my mind at present earnestly to entreat you , not 
to let a man , who loves you with sincerity , suffer that 
unhappinessfrom your caprice , which I know too well 
caprice can inflict* [ Mrs. Malaprop speaks within , l. 

Ltd. Oh , lud! what has brought my aunt here? 

ErUerMBS. Malaprop and David , l. 

Mrs. M. So ! so ! here's fine work ! here's fine suicide, 
paracide , and simulation , going on in the fields ! and 
^ir Anthony not to be found to prevent the antistrophe ! 

Jul. For heaven's sake , madam , what's the matter ? 

Mrs. M. That gentleman can tell you, 'twas he enve- 
loped the affair to me. 

Ltd. Oh , patience !-^Do , ma'am , for heaven's sake , 
tell us what is the matter ! 

Mrs. M. >^hy, murder's the matter! slaughter's the 
matter ! killing's the piaiter ! But he can tell you the per- 
pendiculars. [ Pointing to David. 

Jul. Do speak , my friend. [ To David. 

Day. Lookye , my lady — by the mass , there's mischief 
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going on, Folks don't use ta meet for aunusement witfii 
fire-9rais , Ere-locks , fire^ngioes , fire-screens , Sre-of- 
fi^e , ii^ad tlie deyil knows what other crackers beside ! — 
This , my lady , I say has an angry favour, 

Jul. But who's engaged? 

Day. My poor master — under favour for meati^aing 
him first, You know me, my lady — I am Ps^Tid— ^nd tny 
master of ceurseis, or was , Squire Acr^&^^and Gaplaia 
Absolute. Then comes Squire Fauikland. 

Jul. Po , ma'am , let us instantly endeavour to pre* 
vent mischief. 

Mas. M. Oh , iie ! it would be very inelegant U ua— 
we should only participate things. 

Lt^. i)o» my dear aunt , let us hasten to prevent them. 

Dat. A^ , do , Mrs. Aunt , save a few lives I — they are 
desperately given , believe me. Above all » there is that 
blood-lliirsty Philistine , Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 

Mrs. M, $ir Lucius O'Trigger! — Oh, mercy! have 
they drawn poor little dear Sir Lucius into the scrape ! 
[^5»rf^,}-^"Why , how you stand ,^ girl ! you have no more 
feeling than one of the Derbyshiro putrefaptions ! 

Lydi. Wl^at are w^ to do , mad^m ? 

Mas. M.Why, fly with the utmost felicity , tobe^urc, 
to prevent mischief ! — Gome , girls , tliis gentleman vi/1 
exhort us. Come , sir , you're our envoy , lead the way 
and well precede. You're sure you know the spot. 

Par. Oh , never fear ! and one good thing is » we sliaV 
find it out by the report of the pistols. 

All tub Ladies. The pistols ! Oh > let us fly. 

SCENE Ih— King's Mead Fields. 
Enter Sa Lucras oncf Acres, with PisteUf n. v. s. 

Acmts. By my va&our , then , Sir Lucius , forty yaids 
is a good distance. Odds levels and aims ! I say it is a 
good distance, 

SiaL, It is for muskets, or small fieldipieces; upon 
my conscience > Mr. Acres, you must leave Iheae things 
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to me. Stay now , Y\\ sliow you. [ Metuure^ paces along 
the Stage, ] There, now, that is a very pretty distance—* 
a pretty gentleman's distance. 

Acres. Z — ds ! we might as well fight in a sentry-box ! 
I tell you , Sir Lucius, the farther be is off the cooler I 
shall take my aim. 

Sib L. Faith , then , I suppose you would aim at him 
best of all if he was out of sight ! 

Acres. No , Sir Lucius , but I should think forty , or 
eight-and-thirty yards — •' 

Sw L. Pho ! pho 1 nonsense 1 three or four feet be- 
tween the mouths of your pistols is as good as a mile. 

Acres. Odds bullets, no! by my valour, there is no 
merit in killing him so near ! Do , my dear Sir Lucius , 
let me bring him down at a long shot : a long shot , Sir 
Lucius , if you love me. 

Sir L. Well , the gentleman's friend and I must settle 
that. But tell me now , Mr. Acres , in case of an accident, 
is there any little will or commission J could execute for 
you? 

Acres. I am much obliged to you , Sir Lucius, but I 
don't understand — 

Sw L. Why , you may think there's no being shot at 
without a little risk ; and, if an unlucky buUet sbouki 
carry a quietus with it , I say , it will be no time then to 
be bothering you about family matters. 

Acres. A quietus ! 

Sir L. For instance , now , if that should be the case , 
would you choose to ho pickled and sent home ? or would 
it be the same thing to you to lie here in the Abbey ? I'm 
told there is very snug lying in the Abbey. 

Acres. Pickled! — Snug lying in the Abbey l-^Odds 
tremors ! Sir Lucius , don't talk so ! 

Sir L. I suppose , Mr. Acres , you never were engaged 
in an adair of this kind before ? 

Acres. No , Sir Lucius , never before. 

Sir L. Ah , that's a pity ; there's nothing like being 
used to a thing. Pray, now , how would you rec^c the 
gentleman's shot ? 
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Acres. Odds files ! I've practised that — there , Sir Lu- 
cius, there — [PutshivMelf into an attitude'] — a side- 
front, hey? Odd, Til make myself small enough; Til 
stand edgeways. 

Sir L. Now , you're quite out ; for if you stand so 
when I take my aim — [ Levelling at him . 

Acres. Z — ds, Sir Lucius ! are you sure it is not cocked? 

Sir L. Never fear. 

Acres. But — but — you don't know — it may go off of 
its own head ! 

Sir L. Pho ! be easy. Well , now, if I hit you in the 
bjody , my bullet has a double chance ; for if it misses a 
vital part on your right side , 'twill be very hard if it 
don't succeed on the left. 

Acres. A vital part! 

Sir L. But there— fix yourself so — \_ Placing him] — 
let him see the broadside of your full front — there — now 
a ball or two may passcleau through your body, and 
never do you any harm at all. 

Acres. Glean through me! a bailor two clean through me! 

Sir L. Ay , may they; and it is much the genteelest 
attitude into the bargain. 

Acres. Lookye , ^ir Lucius ; I'd just as lieve be shot 
in an awkward posture as a genteel one ; so , by my va- 
lour ! I will stand edgeways. 

Sir L. [Looking at his watch.] Sure they don't mean to 
disappoint us — hah! no faith — I think I see them coming. 

Acres. Hey ! — ^what ! — coming ! 

Sir L. Ay, who are those yonder, getting over thestile? 

Acres. There are two of them indeed ! — well , lettheia 
come — hey, SirLucfus! —we — we — we — we — won't run ! 

Sir L. Run ! 

AcR^s. No , I say — we won't run , by my vRlour ! 

Sir L. What the devil's the matter with you ? 

Acres. Nothing , nothing , my dear friend — my dear 
Sir Lucius — but I — I— I don't feel quite so bold some- 
how as I did. 

Sir L. fie ! consider your honour. 

Acres. Ay, true— my honour — do , Sir Lucius, edge 
in a word or two, every now and then, about my honour. 
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Sir L. Well , here the/ce ooming. [Looking. 

Acres. Sir Lucius , if I levaso't mth you I should al- 
most think I "was afraid — if my valour should ieaye me ! 
valour ^ili come aud go. 

Sir L. Then pray keep it fast while you have it. 

Acres. Sir Lucius — I doubt it is going — yes, my valour 
is certainly going! it is sneaking off ! — I feel it oozing out, 
as it were , at the palms of my hands ! 

Sir L. Your honour — your honour — Here they are. 

Acres. Oh 9 that I was safe at Clod Hall ! or could be 
shot before I was aware ! 

Enter Faulkland and Captain Absolute , r. u. e. 

Sir L. Gentlemen , your most obedient — hah! — what. 
Captain Absolute ! So , I suppose , sir , you are come 
here , just like myself — to do a kind office , first for your 
friend, then to proceed to business on your own account? 

Acres. "What Jack ? — my dear Jack — my dear friend t 

Capt. a. Harkye , Bob , Beverley's at hand. 

Sir L. Well, Mr. Acres — IdonH blame your saluting 
the gentleman civilly. So , Mr. Beverley , [ To Faulkland] 
if you choose your weapons , the Captain and I will mea- 
sure the ground. 

Faulk. My weapons, sir ! 

Acres. Odds life ! Sir Lucius, Tm not going to fight 
Mr. Faulkland ; these are my particular friends! 

Sir L. What, sir, did you not come here to fight Mr. 
Acres? 

Faulk. Not I , upon my word, sir! 

Sir L, Well, now, that's mighty provoking! But I hope, 
Mr. Faulkland , as there are three of us come on purpose 
for the game — you won't be so cantanckerous as to spoil 
the party , by sitting out. 

Capt. A. Oh pray, Faulkland, fight to oblige Sir Lucius. 

Faulk. Nay , i( Mr. Acres is so bent on the matter. 

Acres. No, no , Mr. Faulkland; I'll bear my disappoint- 
ment like a Christian. Lookee , Sir Lucius, there's no 
occasion at all for me to fight ; and if it is the same to 
you , I'd as lieve let il alone. 

Sift L. Observe me , Mr. Acres*-! must not be trifled 
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wilh. Y<Hi haye cerlaialy challenged somebody , and you 
camd here to fight bim. Now , if that gentleman is willing 
to represent him , I can't see , for my soul , why it isn't 
just the same thing. 

Acres. Why , no, Sir Lucius , I tell you , 'tis one Bever- 
ley Vve challenged — a fellow, you see, that dare not show 
his face ! If he were here , I'd make him give up his pre- 
t'ensioDS directly! 

Capt. a. Sold, Bob— let me set you right — there ts no 
siiih roan as Beverley in the case. The person who assu- 
med that name is before you ; and as his pretensions are 
. the same in both characters , he is ready to support 
them in wathever way you please. 

Sm L. Well , this is lucky. Now you have an opportu- 
mrf — 

AcRBft. What, quarrel with my dear friend Jack Abso- 
lute!— not if he were fifty Beverleys ? Z — ds ! Sir Lucius, 
yott would not have me no unnatural ! 

Sir L. Upon my conscience, Mr. Acres, your valour 
has ooged away w^th a vengeance ! 

Acres. Not in the least! odds backs and abettors ! I'll 
be your second wilh all my heart — and if you should get 
a quietus , you may command me entirely. Fil get you 
snug lying in the Abbey here ; or pickle you , and send 
you over to Blunderbuss flail , or any thing of the kind , 
with the greatest pleasure. 

Sir L. Pbo ! pho ! you are little better than a coward. 

Acres. Mind , gentlemen , he calls me a coward ; co- 
ward was the word , by my valour ! 

Sir L. Well, sir? 

Acres. Lookye , Sir Lucius , Hisn't that I mind the word 
C^ward-^Coward may be said in a joke — But if you had 
called me a poltroon , odds daggers and balls — 

Sir L. Well, 8»r? 

Acres. I shoiikl have thought you a very ill-bred man. 

SmL. Pho ! you are beneath my notice. 

Cam. a. Nay, Sir Lucius, you can't have a better se- 
cond than my friend Acres. He is a most determined dog 
— called in the country, fighting Bob. He generally WWi 
a man a week— dos't you > Bob? 

Digitized by Google 



THE RIVALS. 163 

Sir L, Well , then", captain , *lia we mnst begin — so co- 
me out, my little counsellor [Draws hisswifrd'] and ask 
the gentleman , whether he will resign the lady without 
forciag you to proceed against him ? 

Capt. a. Come" on then , sir, [Pitncx] since you won't 
let it be an amicable suit , here's my reply. 

Enter Sir Antho!iy, David, andihe Ladies, l. c. is. 

Dav. Knock 'em all down , sweet Sir Anthony ; kaock 
^wu my ma^er in particular — and bind his hands ofer 
to their good behavionr. 

Sir Akth. Put up , Jack , p«t up, or I shall be ia a 
h^nzy — bow came you in a duel , sir? 

Capt. A. Taith, sir, that gentleman can tell you better 
than I ; 'twas he called on me, and yon know , sir , I serve 
his majesty. 

Sir Amth. Here's a pretty fellow ! I catch him goinf; to 
cut a man's throat, and he teMs me he serves his majes^ 
ty ! Z- — ds ! arrah , then how durst you draw the king's 
sword against one of his subjects ? 

Capt. A. Sir, I tell you , that gentleoiaii called me^ut , 
without explaining his reasons. 

Sir AniH. 'Gad sir ! how came you to call my son out , 
iwithout explaining his reasons. 

Sir L. Your son , sir , insulted rae in a manner which 
imy honour could not brook. 

Sir Ante. Z—ds , Jack ! how durst you insult the gent- 
leman in a manner which his honour could not brook ? 

Mrs. M. Come , come , lefs have no honour before 
ladies — Captain Absolute , come here — How could you 
intimidate us so?. Here's Lydia has beeo terrified to 
Kleath for you. 

Capt. A« For fear I should be killed , or escape , 
dua'am ? 

Mrs* M. Nay , no defusions to the past' — I^dia is con> 
-vinced : speak , child. 

SirL. With your leave ma'am , I aiust put in a word 
here. I believe Ixouldi^erpret the ytung lady's siieiMe 
Itow mark^^ 
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LtD. What is it you mean , sir ? 

SirL. Come, come,, Daiia, we must be serious now ; 
Uiisis no time for trifling. 

Ltd. 'Tis true , sir; and your reproof bids me offer this 
gentleman my hand , and solicit the return of his af- 
fections. 

Gapt. a. Ob , my little angel , say you so ? Sir Lucius, 
I perceive there must be some mistake here. With regard 
tp the affront yihkh you affirm I have given you , I can 
only say that it could not have been intentional. And as 
you must be convinced , that I s,hould not fear to support 
a realinjiHry, you shall now see that! am not ashamed to 
atone for an inadvertency — I ask your f>ardon. But for 
this lady, while honoured with her approbation , I will 
support my claim against any man whatever. 

Sir Ant. Well said. Jack, and I'll stand by you, my boy. 

Acres. Mind , I give up all my claim — I make no pre- 
tensions to any thing in the world; and if I can't get a 
wife without fighting for her , by my valour ! Til live a 
bachelor. 

SirL. Captain , give me your hand— an affront handso- 
mely acknowledged becomes an obligation ; and as for 
the lady , if she chooses to deny her own hand-writing , 
here — iTakes out Letters, 

Mas. H. Oh , he will dissolve my mystery ! Sir Lucius, 
perhaps there is some mistake. Perhaps I can illumi- 
nate — 

SirL. Pray , old gentlewoman , don't interfere where 
you have no business. Miss Languish , are you my Da- 
lia , or not ? 

Ltd. Indeed , Sir Lucius , I am not ! 

[ Ltdia and Absolute walk aside, 

Mrs. M. Sir Lucius O'Trigger — ungrateful as you are 
— I own the soft impeachment — pardon my camelion blu- 
shes , I am Dalia. 

Sir L. You Dalia ! — pho! pho! be easy. 

Mrs. M. Why , thou barbarous Vandike— those letters 
are mine. When you are more sensible of my benignity ; 
perhaps I may be brought to enc6urage your addresses. 
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Sir L. Mrd. Malaprop , lam extremely sensible of 
your condescension : and whether you or Lucy have put 
this trick upon me , I am equally beholden to you. And 
to show you I am not ungrateful , Captain Absolute, since 
you have taken that lady from me , I'll give you my Da- 
lia into the bargain. 

Capt. a. 1 am much obliged to you , Sir Lucius j but 
here's my friend , Gghtiog Bob » unprovided for. 

Sir L. Hah ! little valour — here , will you make your 
fortune ? 

Acres. Odds wrinkles ! No. — But give me your hand , 
Sir Lucius , forget and forgive : but if ever I give you a 
chance of pickling me again , say Bob Acres is a dunce, 
that's all. 

Sir Anth. Come, Mrs. Malaprop, don't be cast down 
— your are in your bloom yet. 

Mrs. M. , Sir Anthony ! men are all barbarians ? 

[ All retire but Julia and Faul&lano. 

Jul. He seems dejected and unhappy — not sullen ; — 
there was some foundation , however , for the tale he told 
me— O women I how true should be your jud^ent , when 
your resolution is so weak! 

Faulk. Julia! — how can I sue for what I so little de- 
serve? J dare not presume — yet hope is the child of pe- 
nitence. 

Jul. ! Faulkland , you have not been more faulty in 
your unkind treatment of me , than I am now in wanting 
inclination to resent it. As my heart honestly bids me 
place my weakness to the account of love , I should be 
ungenerous not to admit the same plea for yours. 

[ Sir Anthony come forward between 0iem. 

Fauul. Now I shall be blest indeed. 

Sir Anti^ 'What's going on here? — So you have been 
quarelling too, I warrant. — Come, Julia, I never inter- 
fered before; but let me have a hand iu the matter at last. 
— All the faults I have ever seen in my friend Faulkland, 
seemed to proceed from what he calls the delicacy and 
warmth of his affection for you. — There, marry him di- 
rectly , Julia , yoit'll fiai he'll mend surprisingly. 

[ The rest of the characters come forward*'] 

i 
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Sir. L. Gome now , I hope there it no dissatisfied per- 
son but what is conteut ; for as I ha^e been disappointed 
myself, it will he rery hard if I have not the satisfaction 
of seeing other people succeed better. 

Acres. You are right , Sir Lucius — So , Jack , I wish 
you joy — Mr. Fauikland the same. — Ladies,-^come now, 
to show you Vm neither vext nor angry , odds tabors and 
pipes ! ril order the fiddles in half an hour to the New 
RoomS"— «nd I insist on your all meeting me there. 

Sir. a. *Gad ! sir , I like your spirit ; and at night we 
single lads wilt driuk a health to the young couples , and 
a good husband to Mrs. Malaprop. 

Faulk. Our partners are stolen from us , Jack — I hope 
to be congratulated by each other — yours for hating che- 
eked in time the errors of an ill-directed imagination , 
which might have betrayed an innocent heart; and mine 
for hating by her gentleness and candour, reformed the 
unhappy temper of one , who by it made wretched whom 
he loved most , aud tortured the heart he ought to have 
adored. 

Capt. a. Troe, Fauikland^ we have both tasted the 
bitters , as well as the sweets ei love — with this diffe- 
jrence only, that you always prepared the l>itter cup for 
yourself , while I — '■ 

Ltd. Was always obliged to me for it, hey, Mr. Modes- 
ty? — But come , no more of that — our happiness is now 
as unalloyed as general. 

Jul. Then let us study to preserve it so; and while 
hope pictures to us a flattering scene of future bliss , ict 
us deny its pencil those colours which are too bright fo 
be lasting.-^ When hearts deserving happiness would uni- 
te their fortunes , virtwe would crown them with an unfa- 
ding garland of modest , burtless flowers ; but iH-judging 
passion will force the gaudier rose into the Wreath^ whose 
4horn offends them w£eft its leaves are drofC t 
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MAMAnS PERSONAE. 


AtaltlM. 


Valt«rd«. 


Oroaembo. 


Sentinel. 


Rolla. 


Gomez. 


Hualpa. 


Orano. 


Haasca. 


Aloaarro. 
DarilTo. 


Topac. 


Pizarro. 


, High Priest. 


Iklonzo. 


Com. 


UsCasa*. 


Elvira. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— i4 Tended Field inihe bacliground — ihe fore- 
ground, a Pavilion near Pizarro*s Tent, 

Eltira discovered reclining on^ti couch , n. c. — Vaxverdb 
enters , l , and attempts to kiss her harid; Elvira rises, 

Elv. (r.) Audacious! Whence is thy privilege to inter- 
rupt the few moments of repose my harrassed mind can 
snatch amid the tumults of this noisy camp? Shall I in- 
form thy master , Pizarro , of this presumptuous trea- 
chery ? 

Val. (r.c.)1 am his servant, it is true— trusted by 
him — and I know him well ; and therefore 'tis I ask , by ■ 
what magic could Pizarro gain thy heart , by What fkta- 
lity still holds he thy affection ? 

Elv. (r. c.) Hold ! thou trusty secretary ! 

Val. (c.) Ignobly born ! in mind and manners rude^ 
ferocious, and unpolished , though cool and crafty if oc- 
casion need—inyouth audacious — ill his first manhood — 
a ticeiised pirate — treating men as brutes , the world as 
booty; yet now the Spanish hero he is styled — the first 
of-Spftnish conquerors I and for a watrrior so aocomplis- 
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bed, 'tis fit EWira should leave her noble family , her fa- 
me , her home , to share the dangers, humours, and the 
crimes of such a lover as Pizarro 1 

Elv. (l.c.) What! Valverde moralizing! But grant I 
am in error, what is thy incentive? Passion, infatuation, 
call it what thou wilt ; but what attaches thee to this des- 
pised, unworthy leader ? Base lucre is thy object , mean 
fraud thy means. Gould you gain me, thou only hop'st to 
win a higher interest in Pizarro — I know you. 

Val. (R.c.)On my soul, thou wrong'st me ; what else my 
faults , I have none towards thee: but indulge the scorn 
and levity of thy nature; do it while yet the time permits; 
the gloomy hour , I fear , too soon approaches. 

Elv. Valverde a prophet , too ! 

Val. Hear me, Elvira — Shame from his late defeat, * 
and burning wishes for revenge , again have brought Pi- 
zarro to Peru; but trust me> he overrates his strength , 
nor measures well the foe. Encamped in a Strange coun- 
try , where terror cannot force , nor corruption buy , a 
single friend, what have we to hope? The army murmu- 
ring at increasing hardships, while Pizarro decorates with 
gaudy spoil the gay pavilion of his luxury , each day di- 
minishes our force. 

Elv. But are you not the heirs of those that fall ? 

Val. Are gain and plunder, then , our only purpose ? 
Is this Elvira's heroism ? 

V Elv. No , so save me Heaven ! I abhor the motive , 
means , and end of your pursuits ; but I will trust none 
of you : — in your whole army there is not one of you that 
has a heart, or speaks iugeuuously — aged Las-Casas , 
and he alone , excepted. 

Val. He ! an enthusiASt in the opposite and worse ex« 
treme ! 

Elv. Oh ! had I earlier known that virtuous man , how 
different might my lot have been ? 

Val. I will grant Pizarro could not then so easily have 
duped you ; forgive me , but at that event I still must 
wonder. 

Elv. (r.) Hear me , Valverde. When first my virgin 
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fancy waked lo love , Pizarro was my country's idol. *Tis 
known that when be left Panama iu a slight vessel , his 
force was not an hundred men. Arrived at the Island of 
Gallo, with his sword he drew a line upon the sand, and 
said, *^ Pass those who fear to die or conquer with their 
leader. ** Thirteen alone remained, and at the head of the- 
se the warrior stood his ground. Even at the moment when 
my ears first caught this tale , my heart exclaimed ," Pi- 
zarro is its lord!" What since I have perceived, or 
thought, or felt! you must have more worth lo win the 
knowledge of. 

Val. (l. c.)I press no further ; still assured, that while 
Alouzo de Molina, our general's former friend and pupil, 
leads the enemy , Pizarro never more will be a conque- 
ror. [Trumpets without, l. 

Elv. Silence ! I hear him coming; look not perplexed. 
— How mystery and fraud confound the countenance ? 
Quick , put on an honesjl^ face , if thou canst. 

Piz. \_Speaking without.'] Chain and secure him : I will 
eiamine him myself. 

Enter Pizarro, l. Ui e. 

Piz. ^Advancing dovm the c] Why dost thou smile El- 
vira? 

Elv. (r.) To laugh or weep without a reason , is one 
of the few privileges poor women have. 

Piz. (c.) Elvira, I will know the cause , I am resol- 
ved. 

Elv. I am glad of that , because I love resolution, and 
I am resolved not to tell thee. Now my resolution , I take 
it , is better of the two , because it depends upon myself, 
And thine does not. 

Piz. Psha! tritler! 

Val. (l. c.) Elvira was laughing at my apprehensions 
that— 

Piz. Apprehensions ! 

Val. Yes that Alonzo's skill and genius should so 

have disciplined and informed the enemy , as to ; 

Piz. Alonzo ! the traitor ! How I once loved that man ! 
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His nobl^ mother in trusted him, a boy, tomj protection. 
[Elvira walks about pensively in the lackgroundJ] At mj 
table did hie feast — in my tent did he repose. I had 
marked his early genius, and the valorous spirit that 
grew with it. Often had I talked to him of our firist adven- 
tures — what storms we struggled with — what perils we 
surmounted! When landed with a slender host upon an 
unknown land — then, when I told how famine and fatigue, 
discord and toil, day by day, did thin our ranks; amid close- 
pressing enemies , how , still undaunted , I endured and 
dared — maintained my purpose and my power , ip des- 
pite of growling mutiny or bold revolt, till, with my faithful 
few remaining, I became at last victorious ! — When , I 
say, of these things I spoke, the youth Alonzo ^ with 
tears of wonder and delight , would throw him on my 
neck , and swear his souPs ambition owned no other lea> 
der. 

Val. What could subdue attachment so begun? 

Piz. Las-Gasas. — He it was , with fascinating craft and 
canting precepts of humanity , raised in A1odzo*s mind 
a new enthusiasm , which forced him , as the stripling 
termed it, to forego his country's claims for those of hu- 
man nature. 

Val. Yes, the traitor left thee , joined the Peruvians , 
and became thy enemy , and Spain's. 

Piz. But first with weariless remonstrance he sued to 
win me from my purpose , and untwine the sword from 
my determined grasp. Much he spoke of right, of justice, 
and humanity, calling the Peruvians our innocent and 
unoffending brethren. 

Val. They!— Obdurate heathens '.-—They our brethrenl 

Piz. But when he found , that the soft folly of the plea- 
ding tears he dropped upon my bosom , fell on marble, 
he flew and joined the foe : then, profiting by the lessons 
he hab gaitied in wronged Pizarro's school , the youth so 
disciplined and led his new allies , that soon he forced 

me Ha ! I burn with shame and fury while I own it! — 

in base retreat and foul discomfiture to quit the shore. 

Val. But the hour of revenge is come. 
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Ptt. U is ; 1 have returned — my fore is etrenethened , 
and the audacious boy shall soon know that Pizarro li- 
ves 9 and has — a grateful recollection of the thanks he 
owes him. [Goes te the l. 

Val. (c.) Tifrdbubled whether still Alonzo lives. 
Piz. (l. g.) *Tis ceftain that he does ; one ef his aip- 
mour-bearers is just made prisoner : twelve thousand is 
their force , as he reports , led by Alonie and Peruvian 
Rolla. This day they make a solemn sacrifice on their 
ungodly altars. We must profit by iheir security; and 
attack them> unprepared — the sacriBcers shall become 
Ui« victims, 

Elv. [Advancing, a.) Wretched injWMsents ! apd their 
own blood shall bedew their altam! 

Piz, (c.) Right ! [Trumpets without , i,.] (a. c.) Elvira , 
retire ! 

Elv. (a.) Why should I retire ? 
Piz. Because men are to meet here , and Qn xnanly 
Business. 

Elv. men ! men X ungrateful and perverse t O woman! 
still affectionate though wronged ! [Val. retires back on a.] 
Th^ beings to whose eyes you turn for animation , hope , 
and rapture , through the days of mirth and revelry, and 
on whose bosoms , m the hour of sore calamity , you seek 
for rest and consolation , them, when the pompous fbllies- 
©f your mean ambition are the question , you treat as play- 
things or as slaves! — I shall not retire. 

Piz. Remain , then — and , if thou canst , be ^lent. 
Elv. They only babble who practise not rcsBection, T 
shall think — ana thought is silence. 

[Goes to the couch, a. c. mid sits, Val.stannjls at her back, 
Piz. Ha ! — there's somewhat in her manner lately — 

Emter Las Caia& » Aijiaoio , 60111AI.0 » DAvat^, Qfjk0rt, 
cttd SokUirSi h 

Las-C. (a. c.) Pizarro , we attend thy summons. 

Pb, (c.) Welcome y venerable father— my fHei^ds, 
most welcome. Friends and fellow-solditrs , at length the 
hour has arrived , which to Pizarro's hopes presenu the 
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full reward of our undaunted enterprise , and longeudu- 
ring toils. Confident in security , this day the foe devotes 
to solemn sacrifice : if with bold surprise we strike ou 
their solemnity^-trust to your leader's word — we shall 
not fail. 

Alm. (l. c.) Too long inactive have wc been moulde- 
ring on the coast — our stores exhausted , and our sol- 
diers murmuring. Battle! battle! — then death to the 
arm'd, and chains for the defenceless. 
Dav. Death to the whole Peruvian race ! 
Las-G. Merciful Heaven ! 

Alm. Yes , General , the attack , and instantly ! Then 
shall Alonzo , basking at his ease , soon cease to scoff our 
sufferings , and scorn our force. 

LissG. Alonzo ! — Scorn and presumption are not in his 
nature. 
Alm. 'Tis fit Las-Gasas should defend his pupil. 
Piz. Speak not of the traitor — or hear his name but 
as the bloody summons to assault and vengeance. It ap- 
pears we are agreed ? 
Alm. Dav. We are. 
GoN. All!— Battle 'Battle! 

Las-G. Is , then , the dreadful measure of your cruelty 
not yet complete ? — Battle ! — gracious Heaven ! Against 
whom ? — Against a king , in whose mild bosom your 
atrocious injuries even yet have not excited hate ! but 
who » insulted or victorious, still sues for peace. Against 
a people, who never wronged the living being their 
Greater formed : a people who , children of innocence ! 
rfeceived you as cherished guests — with eager hospital- 
ity and confiding kindness. Generously and freely did 
they share with you their comforts , their treasures, and 
their homes : you repaid them by fraud, oppression, and 
dishonour. These eyes have witnessed all I speak — as 
gods you were received; as^ fiends you have acted. 
Piz. Las-Gasas! 

Las-G. Pizarro, hear me! — Hear me, chieftains! — 
And thou , All-powerful , whose thunders can shiver into 
•and the adamantine rock — whose lightnings can pierce 
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to the core of the rivid and quaking earth — Oh ! let thy 
power give effect to thy servant's words , as thy spirit 
gives courage to his will ! Do not , I implore you , chief- 
tains — countrymen — do not, I implore you , renew the 
foul barbarities which your insatiate avarice has inflicted 
on this wretched , unoffending race I — But hush , my 
sighs — fall not, drops of useless sorrow ! — heartbreaking 
anguish , choke not my utterance. All I entreat is , send 
me once more tho those you call your enemies — Oh ! let 
me be the messenger of penitence from you , I shall re- 
turn with blessings and with peace from them [Turning 
to JB/v.] Elvira, you weep!— Alas ! and does this dreadful 
crisis move no heart but thine ! 

Alm. Because there are no women here but she and 
thou. 

Piz. Close this idle war of words: time flies, and our 
opportunity will be lost. Chieitains , are ye for instant 
battle? 

Alm. "We are. 

Las. C. Oh, men of blood ! [Kneels^ r.] God ! thou hast 
anointed me thy servant — not to curse , but to bless my 
countrymen : yet now my blessing on their force were 
blasphemy against thy goodness. [Rises,'] No ! I curse your 
purpose , homicides! I curse the bond of blood by which 
you are united. May fell disunion , infamy , and rout , 
defeat your projects , and betray your hopes ! On you 
and your children be the peril of the innocent blood which 
shall be shed this day ! I leave you , and for ever ! No lon- 
ger shall these aged eyes be seared by the horrors they 
have witnessed. In caves , in forests , will I hide myself; 
with' tigers afid with savage beasts commune : and when 
at length we meet before the blessed tribunal of that 
Deity , whose mild doctrines and whose mercies ye have 
this day renounced, then shall you feel the agony and 
grief of soul which tear the bosom of your accuser now ! 

[Going. 

Elv. [/?!««, and takes the hand ofLas-C] Oh! take mc 
with thee. 

Las-C. Slay ! lost, abused lady ! I alone am useless he- 
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re. Perhaps thy loveliness may persuade lo pity , where 
reason and religion plead in vain. Oh ! save ihy innocent 
fellow-creatpresif ihou canst : then shall thy frailty be re- 
deemed , and thou wilt share the mercy thou bestowest. 

\_Exit, R. 
Piz. (r. c.) flow, Elvira ! \pouldst thou leave me ? 
Elv. I am bewildered — grown terrified ! Your inhuma- 
nity — and that good old man — oh ! he appeared to me 
just now something more than heavenly! — and yOut— ye 
all looked worse than earthly. 

Piz. Compassion sometimes becomes a beauty. 
Elv. Humanity always becomes a conqueror. 
Piz. [ Turning to i/m.] Now to prepare our muster and 
our march. At mid-day is the hour of the sacrifice. [EU 
sits.'] Consulting with our guides , the route of your divi- 
sions shall be given each commander. If we surprise , we 
conquer ; and if we conquer , the gates of Quito will be 
open to us. 

Alm. And Pizarro then be monarch of Peru. 
Piz. Not 80 fast — ambition for atime^must lake counsel 
from discretion. Alaliba still must hold the shadow of a 
sceptre in hisha^d — Pizarro still appear dependent upon 
Spain J while the pledge of future peace , his daughter's 
hand [Eiv, ri$es, much agitatedJ] secures the proud suc- 
cession to the crown I seek. 

Alm. This is best. In Pizarrp's plans observe the sta- 
tesman's wisdom guides the warrior's valour. 
Val. ITo Elv.] You mark, Elvira? 
Elv. (r.) yes— this is best— this is excellent. 
Piz, You seem offended. Elvira still retains my heart. 
Think — a sceptre waves me on. 

Elv. Offended? No! Thou knowest thy glory is my 
idol; and this will be most glorious, mpstju^t and ho- 
.nourable. 

Piz. What mean you? 

Elv. Oh ! nothing — mere woman's prattle — a jealous 
whim , perhapi ; but let it not impede the royal hero's 
course. {Trumpets vHthout , l.] The call of arms invites 
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you. Away! away ! you , his brave, his worthy fellowwar- 
riors. 

Piz. And go you not with mc? 

Ely.. Undoubtedly! I needs must be the first to hail 
the future monarch of Peru. 

Enter GoafEz^L. 

Alm. How, Gomez! what bring'st thou? 

45oM. On yonder hill , among the palm-trees , we have 
surprised an old cacique ; escape by flight he could not , 
and we seized him and his attendant unresisting :'yet his 
lips breathed nothing but bitterness and scorn. 

Piz. Drag him before us. [Elv. sits pensively. — Grnnez 
leaves the tent, and returns conducting Orozembo and atten- 
dant in chains , l. 
What art thou , stranger ? 

Oro. (l. c.) First tell me which among you is the cap- 
tain of this band of robbers? 

Piz. (c.)Ha! 

Alm, Madman ! Tear out his tongue , or eTse 

OaQ. Thou'lt hear some truth. 

Day. (l. c. showing his poniard.'] Shall 1 not plung« 
this into his heart ? 

Oro. [After surveying Vav. contemptiiotisty — theniuming 
to Piz,] Does your army boast many $uch hetoes as this? 

Piz. Audacious! — This insolence has sealed thy doom. 
Die thou shall, gray-heaaed rufEan. But first confess 
what thou knowest. 

Oro. I know that which thou liast just aj^sured me of 
— that I shall die. 

Piz. lioss^ audacity , perhaps , might have preserved 
thy life. 

Oro. My life is as a withered tree — k is not worth pre- 
serving. 

Piz. Hear me , old man. Even now we march against 
the Peruvian army. We know there is a secret path that 
leads to your strong-hold among the rocks : guide us to 
tliat, and name your reward. If wealth be thy wish — 

Oro. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 
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Piz. Dost thou despise my offer ? 

Oro. Thee and thy offer!— ^Wealth ! I have tlie wealth 
of two dear gallant sons — I have stored in heaven the ri- 
ches which repay good actions here^-and still my chief 
treasure I do bear about me. 

Piz. What is that? Inform me. 

Oro. I will ; for it never can be thine— the treasure of 
a pure unsullied conscience. [£/v. still sits, paying mar- 
ked cUtention to Orozembo, 

Piz. I believe there is no other Peruvian who dares 
»peak as thou dost. 

Oro. Would I could believe there is no other Spaniard 
who dares act as thou dost. 

GoN. Obdurate Pagan ! Hoyr numerous is your army? 

Oro. Count the leaves of yonder forest. 

Alm. Which is the weakest part of your gamp? 

Oro. It has no weak part — on every side His fortified 
by justice. 

Piz. Where have you concealed your wives and your 
children ? 

Oro. In the hearts of their husbands and their fathers. 

Piz. Know'st thou Alonzo ? 

Oro. Know him ! Alonzo ! Know him! Our nation's be- 
nefactor ! The guardian angel of Peru ! 

Piz. By what has he merited that title ? 

Oro. By not resembling thee. 

Alm. Who is this RoUa , joined with Alonzo in com- 
mand ? 

Oro. I will answer that ; for I love to hear and to re- 
peat the hero's name. RoUa , the kinsman of the king , is 
the idol of our army ; in war a tiger , chased by the hun- 
ter's spear; in peace more gentle than the unweaned 
lamb. Cora was once betrothed to him ; but finding she 
preferred Alonzo , he resigned his claim , and , I fear , 
his, peace , to friendship and to Cora's happiness ; yet 
still he loves her with a pure and holy fire. 

Piz. Romantic savage! I shall meet this RolLa soon? 
[^Retires to confer with VaL 
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Oro. Thou hadsl belter not ! The terrors of his noble 
eye would strike thee dead. 

Dav. Silence , or tremble ! 

Oro. Beardless robber ! I never yet have trembled 
befove God — why should I tremble before man ? Why 
before thee , thou less than man ! 

Dav. Another word , audacious heathen , and I strike ! 

Oro. Strike , Christian ! Then boast among thy fellows 
—I too have murdered a Peruvian ! 

Dav. Hell and vengeance seize thee ! [ Stabs him. 

Va, {^Rushing forward 9 c] Hold! 

Dav. Couldst thou longer have endured his insults ? 

Piz. And therefore should he die untortur*d ? 

Oro. True ! Observe , young man, [7*0 Dav.'] thy un- 
thinking rashness has saved me from the rack ; and thou 
thyself hast lost the opportunity of a useful lesson : thou 
mightst thyself have seen with what cruelty vengeance 
would have inflicted torments — and with what' patience 
virtue would have borne them. 

Elv. [Rising, tnins to Oroz. and sitpports his head on 
her bosom , l. c] Oh ! ye are monsters all. Look up , 
thou martyr'd innocent ! look up ouc« more , and hless 
me ere thou diest. God ! how 1 pity thee ! 

Ofio. Pity me! Me ! So near my happiness ! Bless thee, 
lady ! Spaniards — Heaven turn your hearts , and pardon 
you as I do. [ Oroz. is borne off, dying , l. 

Piz. Away. ! — Davilla ! if thus rash a second time — 

Dav. Forgive the hasty indignation which — 

Piz. No more — unbind that trembling wretch — let 
him depart; 'tis well he should report the mercy which 
we show to insolent defiance. Hark! our troops are 
moving. 

Alm. [l. on passing Elvira."] If through thy gentle 
means my master's poor remains might be preserved from 
insult — 

Elv. I understand thee. 

Alm. His sons may yet thank thy charity, if not avenge 
their father's fate. [Exit, l. 

Piz. What says the slave ? 
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Ely% a parting word to ihank you for your mercy. 

Piz. Our guard and guides approach. I Soldiers crou 
from R. to L.] Follow me , friends^— each shall liave his 
post assigned , and here ^eruvia's God shall 6ink beneath 
the main; the Spanish banner, bathed in blood, shall float 
above the walls of vanquish'^ Quito. 

[ Exeunt all but Eluira And Vaherde , l. 

YXL. (l.) h It now presumption that my hopes gain 
strength with the increasing horrors which I see appal El> 
Tira's soul ? 

Ely. (r.)I am mad with terrot and remorsse! IVould 
I could fly these dreadful scebes! 

Yal. imght not Valverde*s true attiachment thy re- 
fuge? 

£lv. What wouldst thou do to save or (o aven]g<i 
me? 

Val. I dare do aft thy injuries may demaud—airord 
— and he lies bleeding at your feet. 

Ely. Perhaps we will speak again of this. Now leave 
itae. lExitVdlverde, l, 

Eiv. (r. c. alone) tXa ! not tins retenge — no ! not this 
instt^iment. fie, Elvira ! even for a moment to counsel 
with this unworthy traitor I Can a wretch , false to a con- 
fiding master , be true to any pledge of love or honour ? 
]Pizarro Will aiTandon me — yes ; me — wbo , for his sake; 
have sacrificed— Oh, Godl-^wbat have I not sacrificed 
for bim ; yet, curbing the avenging pride that swells this 
bosom , I still will further try him. Oh , men ! ye who , 
wearied by the fond fidelity of virtuous love , seek in the 
wanton's flattery a new delight, oh , ye may insult and 
leave the hearts to which your faith was pledged , And , 
stifling self-reproach , may fear no other peril ; becau^ 
tuch hearts, howe'er you Injure and desert them « have 
yet the proud retreat of an unspotted fame — of unreprOa- 
ching conscience. But beware the desperate libertine , 
who forsakes the creature whom his arts have first depri- 
ved of all nathral protection— of all self consolation! — 
l^btft has he left her?— Despair and vengeance, [to^ ,1i. 
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SCENE I.— ilrocA:, with a forest in the background, A 
banky r. — Cora playing with her child ^ and Alonzo 
hanging over them with delight, 

Cora, (r.) Now <^nfess , does he resemble thee , or 
mil? 

Al. (r.) Indeed he is liker thee — thy rosy softness, thy 
smiUog gentleness. 

Cora. But his auburn hair , the colour of his eyes , 
Alonzo. ! my lord's image , and my heart's adored ! 
I Pressing the child to her ^9m, 

Al. The litlle daring uichin roj^s me , I doubt , of some 
{»firiion of thy love , my Cora. At least he shares caresses, 
which till his birth were only mine. 

Cora. O, no , Alooao I A mother's love for bar sweet 
babe is not a stealth from the dear father's store ; it is |i 
new delight that turns with quickeoed gratitude to jbim , 
the author of her augmented bliss* 

Al. €ould Cera tliipk me iseHous ? 

Cora. I am sure he will speak soon *. thim wiU be th^ 
last of the thre^ bolyds^s idhywed by N^itare's Siimotion to 
the fond anxious mother's heart. 

Ai.. (c.) What are those thveie ? 

Cora, (a. c.) The ecstasy of his birth } pitss ; tb^t in 
pATt is selfish : but ^hen first ithe w^ite biossopis of liis 
teeth appear, breaking the crimson buds that did incaae 
them; that is a day of joy : 9fi%i 9 when liom his father's 
arms ie mm withojit mippoit ,.aiid clwgs , iafighiog ond 
deUgbted , to his m^tb^r's Icne^s ; th^t if th^ pnotber's 
heart's next holyday : and sweeter s^U th^ third , 'when- 
e'er his little fltasuneriog tongue ^haU ^t^§f ^0 grat^l 
«euiid of Father, MotUr \^0 1 ^t i^ ^ 4^9ff»^ joy #f 
all! 

Al. <c.) Belonred Cora ! 

Cqra. (G.)Oh!my Alonso ! daily » hourly, dolpovr 
tl^ftitkfl to hc»reii iot the detr JhlMfiiDg I ^m^m in hMQ A^d 
thee.' 

6 
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ktt To heaven aud RoUa. 

Cora. Yes, to heaven and RoIIa : and artthon not gra- 
teful to them , too, Alonzo ? Art Ihou not happy? 

Al. Can Cora ask thdt question? 

Cora. Why , then , of late , so restless on thy couch ? 
Why to my waking, watching ear, so often does the still- 
ness of the night hetray thy struggling sighs ? 

Al. Must not I fight against my country, against my bre- 
thren ? 

Cora. Do they not seek our destruction ? and are not all 
men brethren? 

Al. Should they prove victorious! 

Cora. I will fly , and meet thee in the mountains. • 

Al. Fly with thy infant , Cora ? 

Cora. What ! think you a mother , when she runs from 
danger , can feel the weight of her child ? 

Al. Cora , my beloved , do you wish to set my Jieart at 
rest? 

Cora. Oh , yes ! yes ! yes ! 

Al. Hasten, then, to the concealment in the mountains ; 
where all our matrons and virgins , and our warrior's offi 
spring, are allotted to await the issue of the war. — Cora 
will not alone resist her husband's , her sister's , and her 
monarch's wish. 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot leaTe thee ; Oh! how in 
every moment's absence would my fancy paint you , 
wounded , alone , abandoned ! No, no, I cannot leave 
thee ! 

Al. Rolla will be with me. 

Cora. Yes , while the battle rages , and where it rages 
most , brave Rolla will be found. He may revenge , but 
cannot save thee. To follow danger, he will leave even 
thee. But I have sworn never to forsake thee but with life. 
Dear, dear Alonzo! canst thou vdsh that I should break 
my vow ? 

Al. Then be it so. Oh ! excellence in all that's great 
and lovely , in courage, gentleness, and truth ! my pride, 
my content, my all] Can there on this earth be fools who 
seek for happiness , and pass by love in the pursuit ? 
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Cora. Aionzo, I cannot thank thee — silence is the 
gratitude of true affection : who seeks to follow it by 
sound, will miss the track. [Shouts without, l. ] Does 
the king approach ? 

Al. No, 'tis the general , placing the guard that will 
surround the temple , during the sacrifice. 'Tis RoUa co- 
mes , the first and best of heroes. 

RoLLA , within , l. 

Then place them on the hill frontingthe Spanish camp. 

[Enters f l. 

GoBA. Rolla ! my friend , my brother ! 

Al. Rolla ! my friend , my benefactor ! how can our 
lives repay the obligations which we owe thee ? 

RoL. (l, c.) Pass them in peace and bliss. Let Rolla 
witness it , he his overpaid. 

Cora. Look on this child — he is the life-blood of my 
heart ; but if ever he love oi' revere thee less than his 
own father , his mother's hale fall on him ! 

RoL. (c.) Oh, no more ! What sacrifice have I made 
to merit gratitude ? The object of my love was Cora's 
happiness; I see her happy^ Is not my object gained ; 
and am I not rewarded ? Now , Cora , (r. g.) listen to 
a friend's advice. Thou must away ; thou must seek the 
sacred caverns , the unprofaned recess, whither, after 
this day's sacrifice , our matrons , and e'43n the virgins of 
the sun , retire. 

Cora, (r.) Not secure with Aionzo , and with- thee ? 

[ Aionzo stands , l. c. 

RoL. (r.) We have heard Pizarro's plan is to surprise 
us. The presence , Cora, cannot aid , but , may impede 
our efforts. 

Cora. Impede! 

ftoL. Yes , yes. Thou knoVst how tenderly we love 
thee ; we , thy husband and thy iriendi Art thou near 
ns ? — Our thoughts , our valour — ^vengeance will not be 
our awn. No advantage will be pursued, that leads us 
from the spot where thou art placed ; no succour will be 
given but for thy protection. The faithful lover dares 
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■ot be all himself amid the war > vntil he knows that 
the beloved of hi* soul ia abseut from the peril of tke 
igbt. 

Al. Thanks to my friend; 'tis this I would have iir- 

GoiA. This timid excess of love , producing fearinstead 
of valour, flatters , but does not convince me : the wife ie 
incredulous. 

RoL. And is the mother unbelieving , too ? 

Coal. [Kisaes ckUd."] No more. Do with me as tboir 
pleasesl. My friend , my husband ! place me vhere thou 
wilt. 

Al. My adored! we thank you both. [ March with- 
out^ R..] Hark! the king approaches to the sacrifice. 
Thou, Rolla, spokest of rumours of surprise. A servant 
of mine, I hear, is missing; whether surprised or |le«- 
cherous, I know not. 

Rei.. It matters not; we are every where prepared. — 
Come^ Cora , upon the altar 'mid the rocks thou'lt im- 
plore a blessing on our cause. The pious supplication ot 
the trembling wife, and mother's heart, rises to the thro^ 
ne of mercy , the most resistless preyer of human homage. 

[Eaetmt, a. — Rolla leads off Cora. — Akmza takes the 
ckUd htf the hand9 and fallows, 

SCEKE II.— ^TiM Temple €f cfte>m.— ^ [salemn MeanA — 
The Warriors and King enter, l. d. e. and a. u. b., co* 
medowntke^c, ondfc/hnK. andh, side i^ftke Tmisple, 
-^RouLA, Alomio, and Cora, on the r. 

AtA. (o.) Welcome, Alooao ! [To RoUaJ] Kinsmav, thy 
hand. [To Cora.'] Bless'd be the object of the happy 90- 
ther's love. 

CoftA. (a. 0.) May the son bless the foydier el hi« peo« 
pie? 

Ata. In the welfare of his children Mves the happineie 
oi their king. Friends, what is the. tespef of our fol- 
dien? 

Eei.. (c«)Such as becomes the cause which they mpft f tg 
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their cry is « victory or death! our kiog, oar country, 
■and our God! 

Ata. (r.) Thou 9 RoUa, iu the hour of peril, hast been 
^ont to animate the spirit of their leaders , ere we pro- 
ceed to consecrate the banners which thy valour knows 
80 well to guard. 

ROL. iDttring this speech the King stands r. — Alomo, 
Cora, and Child, l. c. near the AUar,] Yet never was the 
hour of peril near^ when to inspire them words were so 
little needed. My brave associates ! partners of my toil , 
my feelings, and my fame ! Can Holla's words add vigour 
to the virtuous energies which inspire your hearts? No! 
I^oti have judged as I have , the foulness of the crafty plea 
by which these bold invaders would delude you. Your ge- 
neff^us spirit has compared , as mine has , the motives 
-whidh, in a war like this, can animate their minds , and 
curs. They, by a strange frenzy driven , fight for power , 
for plunder , aqd extended rule. We, for our country, our 
altars , and our homes. They follow an adventurer whom 
they fear, and obey a power which they hate. We serve a 
monarch whom we love — a God whom we adore. Whe- 
ne'er they move in anger, desolation tracks their pro- 
gress! — Whene'er they pause in amity , affliction mourns 
their friendship. They boast , they come but to improve 
our state , enlarge our thoughts , and free us from the 
yoke of error! Yes — they will give '^enlightened freedom 
to wr minds, who are themselves the slaves of passion , 
avarice , and pride. They offer us their protection— yes, 
such protection as vultures give to lambs — covering and 
devouring them! They call on us to barter all of good we 
have inherited and proved , for the desperate chance of 
something better which they promise. Be our own plain 
answer this : — The throne we honour is the peopltfs choi- 
«e— the laws we reverence are our brave fathers' legacy 
— the faith we follow teaches us to live in bonds of cha- 
rity with all mankind , and die with hope of bliss beyond 
the grave. Tell your invaders this, and tell them , too, we 
seek no ehange; and, least of all , such change as they 
would bring us. 

iGoes R. to the King, Loud shouts of the Soldiery, r. 
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Ata. lEmbracing RollaJ] Now, holy friends, ever mind* 
ful of these sacred truths begin the sacrifice. 

CHORUS. — Enter Priests and Virgins^ l. u. e. and r. u. 
E., descend in the c, and form r. and l. High Priest 
stands r. of the Altar. The Banner of the Sun placed be- 
hind the Altar, 

Oh Pow'r supreme ! in mercy smile 
With favour on thy servants' toil ! 
Our hearts from guileful passions free , 
Which here we render unto thee ! 
Thou Parent Light but deign to hear 

The voices of our feeble choir; 
And this, our sacrifice of fear. 
Consume with thine own hallowed fire! 
IFire from above alights upon the Altar, — Rolla and King 
advance to the Altar, 

Give praise, give praise, the God has heard, 
Our God most awfully revered ! 
The altar his own flames enwreathed ! - 
Then be the conquering sword unsheathed , 
And victory set on Rolla's brow , 
His foes to crush — to overthrow ! 
Ata, (c.) Our offering is accepted. [Rise, and all close 
round, and prostrate at the Altar,— Exit CharuSy etc,] Now 
to arms , my friends, prepare for battle ! 

[Goes ivith Rolla, R. 

Enter Orano, r. 

.Ora. (r.) The enemy! • 

Ata, (r.) How near ! 

Ora. From the hill's brow , e'en now as I o'erlooked 
Uieir force , suddenly I perceived the whole in motion : 
with eager haste they march towirds our deserted camp , 
as if apprised of this most solemn sacrifice. 

RoL. (r. c.) They must be met before they reach it. 

Ata. [To Cora, etc. c] And you, my daughters , with 
your dear children , away to the appointed place of sa- 
fety. * 
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Cora. (l. c.) Oh, Alonzo! lEmhnicinf him. 

Al. (l. g.) We shall meet again. 

Cora. Bless us ODce more, ere thou leave us. 

Al. Heaven protect and bless thee , my beloved ; and 
thee y my innocent ! 

Ata. (r.) Haste! haste! — each moment is precious! 

Cora. Farewell, Alonzo! Remembet thy life is mine. 

RoL. [il« she is passing him r. c] Not one farewell to 
Rolla? 

Cora. [Giving him heir hand,] Farewell ! the God of wa* 
be with thee : but bring me back Alonzo. 

[Exit 9 with the child, R. 

Ata. [c. drawing his sword."] Now, my brethren, my 
sons, my friends, I know your valour. Should ill success 
assail us, be despair the last feeling of your hearts. If 
successful, let mercy be the first. Alonzo, to thee T give 
to defend the narrow passage of the mountains. On the 
right of the wood be Rolla*s station. For me , straight for- 
wards will I march to meet them, and fight until I see my 
people saved, or they behold their monarch fall. Be the 
word of battle — God! and our native land ! 

[A march. — Exeunt, l. u. b. King first, Rolla and Alon- 
zo follow hand'in-hand, Soldiers close up the rear, b. 
and L. c. E. 

SCENE in.— .4 Wood. 
Enter Rolla and Alonzo, l^ 

RoL. (r. g.) Here, my friend, we separate — soon, I 
trust, to meet again in triumph. 

Al. (l. c.) Or perhaps we part to meet no more. Rolla, 
a moment's pause ; we are yet before our army's strength ; 
cue earnest word at parting. 

RoL. There is in language now no word but battle. 

Al. Yes, one word more — Cora ! 

RoL. Cora! speak! 

Al. The next hour brings us — 

Rol. Death or victory ! 

AL; It may be victory to one — death to the other. 
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Biot. Or bolh may fall. 

Al. If 80 , my wife aod cblld I beqWath to the protec- 
tion of beaten and my king. Bett ftfeottW I only fall , Mia , 
be thott toy beif . 

RoL. How? 

Al. Be Cora iby wife^b« thotr a fatlier to my child. 

Rot. Roose Ibee, Alonao ! feanifth these timid fancies. 

AL^Rollat I have tried in vain, and cannot fly from 
the foreboding which oppresses me : thou know'sl if will 
ftot shake me ih the fight : btet give ide the premise I 
exact. 

Rot. tf it be Cora's will— Yes— I promise. 

[Givei kis hand. 

Al. T^l h«r it was my last wish ! and bear to her and 
to my son, my last blessing. 

Rot . I will.— Now then to ottr posts, and let our swords 
ipeak for us. (rhey drauv their iwotdi. 

AL, For the king and Coral 

Rot. tot Cora and the king J 

{Baieum, HoUa »., Almtou 
SCENE IV,— id view ofthePeruvim Camp. 
Eritei' an Old ftumi Mar md a B6y, l. 

0. Man. (l.) Have none returned to the camp? 

Boy. (l.) One messenger alone. From the temple they 
all march* to meet the foe, 

0. Man. Hark , I hear the din of battle. ! had f still 
fetainM my sight, I might now hive grasp*d a sword, and 
died soldier's death I Are we qalte alone? 

Bot. Yesl^ — I hope my father will beisafe I 

0. Man. He will do his duty. I am more aniiovs Ibf 
th^e, my child. 

Bot. I can stay with thee, dear grandfather. 

O. Man. But should th« enemy come , they will drag 
thee from me , my boy. 

Boy. Impossible, grandfather! for they will see Jit once 
ttat thou an old and bUnd, and caoiiot do without Me. 

O. Man, PoQt child! thou little kn©w'it the hearU of 
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these inbuman men. ITrwnpeis, » alarms, and dischargees 
of camwH heard, r.] Hark ! the noise is near — I bear the 
dreadful roaring of the fiery engines of these cruel stran- 
gers. iSha^s at a distance, a.] At every shout, with invo^ 
luntarj haste, I clench my hand, and fancy still it grasps 
a sword ! Alas! I can only serve my country by my prayers. 
Heaven preserve the Inca, and his gallant soldiers ! 

BoT. O father! there are soldiers running — 

O. BIah. Spaniards , boy ? 

BoT. No , Peruvians ! 

O. Man. How! and flying from the field !— It cannot be. 

Enter Two Penman Soldiers, r. 

O speak to them, boy!— Whence come yon? How goes 
the battle? 

Sol. We may not stop ; we are sent for the reserve be- 
hind the hill. The day's against us. 

[Exeunt Soldiers, 

O. Man. Quick , then , quick ! 

Boy. 1 see the points c^ lances glittoring in the light. 

4>. Man. Those are Peruvians. Do they bend this way ? 

Enter a Peruvian Soldier, r. 

BoT. Soldief, speak to my blind father. 

Sol. rm sent to tell the helpless father to retreat 
among the rocks : all will be lost , 1 fear. — The king is 
wounded. 

0« Maw. Quick, boy! Lead me to the hill wher« tboa 
roayst view the plain. 

[Alarms, — Old Man and Boy retire, l. 

Bnier Atalira, wounded, with Orano, Officers, and 
Soldiers, r. u. e. 

Ata. (c.) My wound is bound; believe me, the buvt is 
nothing; I may return to the fight. 

Ora. Pardon your servant, but the allotted priest who 
attendfrthe sacred banner has pronounced, that ^e In- 
ca's blood once shed, no blessing can await the day, un- 
til he leave the field. 
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Ata. Hard restraint! 0! my poor brave soldier&! — 
Hard that I may do longer be a witness of their valour. 
But haste you ; return to your comrades : I will not k^ep 
one soldier from his post. Go , and avenge your fallen 
brethren. [Exewu Oiwio, etcJ] I will not repine : my own 
fate is the last anxiety of my heart. It is for you , my peo- 
ple y that I feel and fear. 

[^Old Man and Boy advance. 

0. Man. (l. c.) Did I nol hear the voice of an unfor- 
tunate! Who is it complains thus? 

Ata. One almost by hope forsaken. . 

O. Man. Is the king alive? 

Ata. The king still fives. 

O. Man. Then thou art not forsaken ! Ataliba protects 
the meanest of bis subjects. 

Ata. And who shall protect Ataliba ? 

0. Man. The Immortal Powers, that protect the just. 
The virtues of our monarch alike secure to him the affec- 
tion of his people, and the benign regard of heaven. 

Ata. How impious had I murmur'd! How wondrous, 
thou Supreme Disposer, are thy acts! Even in this mo- 
ment, which I had thought the bitterest trial of mortal 
suffering, thou hast infused the sweetest sensation of my 
life — it is the assurance of my people's love. 

B#T. [Turning fot^vard,"] father ! —Stranger ! — see 
Uiose hideous men that rush us yonder ! 

Ata. Ha! Spaniards! And I, Ataliba— ill-fated fugitive 1 
without a sword even to try the ransom of a monarch's 
iife. 

J^nter Davilla, Almagro , and Spanish Soldiers, l. 

Dav. *Ti8 he— our hopes are answered — I know hin^, 
well — it is the king. 

Alm. Away; follow witb your prize. Avoid those Peuu-. 
vians, though in flight. This way we may regain oqr line.. 

[Exeunt Bavillay AlmagiH>, etc. with AtaUba, prisomr. 

O. Man. The king! Wretched old man , that could uo% 
see his gracious form! — Boy, would thou hadst led me to« 
^e reach of those ruffians' swords ! 
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fuge. 

0. BIah. No — to tbe rescue of their king — they n^er. 
^U desert him* [>4/an7i9.wf7Aoui, n. 

£n/«i* Peruvian Officers at^d Soldiers , Orkso folloiving , 
i^. 8. E,, and form on i«. 

QfU» (rO Hold) I charge you! Rolla calls you. 
OpFiG. ^e cannot combat with their dreadful engines,^ 

JSnterKoLLA, a. s. ^. 

RoL. (c.) Hold, recreants! cowards! — What, fear ye. 
death, and fear not shame? By my soul's fury, I cleave 
to the earth the first of you that stirs , or plunge your 
dastard swords into your leader's heart , that he no moret. 
may witness your disgrace. Where is the king? 

Ora. From this old man and boy I learn , that the de- 
tachment of the enemy, which you observed so suddenly^ 
to quit the field, have succeeded in surprising him ; they 
are yet in sight. 

RoL. And hpar the Inca off a prisoner !->Hear this^ 
ye base, disloyal rojit! Look there! — the dust you see> 
hangs on the. bloody Spaniard's track, dragging, with 
ruffian taunts, your king, your father — Ataliba in bond- 
age ! Now fly and seek your own vile safety , if you can ! 

0. Man. Bless the voice of Rolla! — and bless the stroke 
I once lamented, but which now spares these extingui- 
shed eyes the shame of seeing the pale, trembling wret- 
ches who dare not follow Rolla , though to save their king ! 

RoL. Shrink ye from the thunder of the foe , and fall 
ye not at this rebuke? — Oh! had ye each but one drop 
of the loyal blood which gushes to waste through the bra 
ve heart of this sightless veteran ! Eternal shame pursue 
you if you desert me now! — But do — alone I go — alone 
— to die with glory by my monarch's side! 

Soldiers. Rolla ! we'll fpllow thee! 

[Rolla rushes out k,, followed by Orano, etc* 

0. Mait. (l. c.) 0, godlike Rolla! And thou, sun , send 
from thy clouds avenging lightning to his aid !— 'Hasto » 

Digitized by Google 



190 HBkMMt 

my boy^ ascend tome height, and tell to ay imiMilient 
terror what t])ou seest! 

BoT, I cin climb this rock, and the tree above. [As- 
cendi ntock, l.] 0, now I see them^-^now-^-yefr^atid 
the Spaniards turning by the steep. 

0. Mam. Kolla follows them t 

Boy. He does — h«^ does-^he mores like an arrow !— 
now he waves his afm to onr toldieirs* [kieport tf amndn, 
a.] Now there is fire and smoke. 

0. Man. Yes, fire is the weapon of those fiends. 

Boy. The wind blows off the smoke ; they are all mixed 
together. ' 

O. Man. Se^st ^h«u the king. 

Boy. Yes! Re4Ia is near him! — His tfwofd riieds fire as 
he strikes ! 

0. Man. Bless thee, Rolla! Spare not the monsters. 

&0V. Father ! father, the Spaniards fly !^0, hdw I see 
die king embracing llolia. 

[Shouts of victonf , flourish ^^trwtfpeu ,vtc. n, 

0. Man. iFalls on his knees, l. c] Fountalin of Wfei how 
can iby exhati^ted breath bear to thee thasks fol* this one 
moment of my life ! My bOy , come down and let Me kiss 
thee ! -^My strength is gone— ^ [^o^ descends^ 

Boy. Let toe- help thee , fatheT^ ^ou trettWest so*- 

0. MMf . 'Tis with tran^ort, boy ! 

[iBoy leads him off, L.-^<Sfcdtiw, flomidi, etc. 

Enter Atalua, Bolla, and Peruvians, a. u. e. 

Ata. (g.) In the name of mjr people ^ the 'saviour of 
whose sovereign thoa hast (fliis day been, accept this iem- 
blem of'his gra^iide. [Giving ^oUa his smofdHamonds.] 
The tear that falls upoD it may for a toiotaneDt dimdts lus- 
tre, yetdoesHnotitDptrtheTahae of the gift. 

R<»L. (c.) Itwas^he hand of lieaven., not mine, ihat sa- 
ved my king. 

Enter Peruvian Officer , a. 

ROL. Now, ^oWfcfip ,<fknli AlOBfzo? 

Omc. Akmzo's g'eiiiws^Mon repaired the fianictrhiok 
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early broke our ranks; but I fear we bave to moarn 
AloQzo's loss : bis eager spirit urged bim too far in tbe 
pursuit. 

Ata. How ! Aions^o slain! 0! victory » clearly purcha- 
sedj 

RoL. (r. c) Cora! who shall tell ^hee this? 

Ata« Rolla, our IViencl is lost<-M)ur native country sa- 
v«d! Our private sorrows must yHd to the public claim 
for triuinph, Nowg;6 we to hilSl the first, the most sacred 
duty which belongs to victory^^to dry the widowed and 
the orphaned t«ar of those whose brave protectors have 
perished in tbe^ oountry*s cauae. 

ITriumphant march.— King idte^ th^ kmd of Mh» and 
exeunt, i,^ SoktienfolUMnng^ 

ACT, lU- 

SCENE I.— X Wild Retreat. --Cora sitting with her Child 
in the background, and Wives and ChUdren discovered 
scattered abovd-, 

QLEE.^Wmien^ 

Fly away, Time, nor be the anxious hour delay'd — 
Fly away , Time, that soothes the heart by grief dismay*d « 
Should ghastly death appear in view , 

We can dsire it; 
With friends we love , so bra^ve , so true. 

We will share it. 
Fly away , Time , etc. 

A tritmiphaM nmcH of the army is heard m u itilft^tf ^ 
— Ottu ri9ei and l^h» an^ifmsly abma» 

IFom, Hush! hush ! don't you hear? 

A distant march assails the ear; — 
Hark ! louder still from yonder hill 
Increasing sounds wi^ terror fill — 
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Enlef' Warriors, ringing ^ l. u. e. — Cora attentively 
examines them all as they pass. 

Victory now has made us free ; 

We haste , we haste , ou^ friends to see ! 

Ata. Thanks, thanks, my children! I am weU, be- 
lieve it; the blood once stopped, my wound wa^ nothing- 

Cora at length approaches Rolla^ c who appears to have 
been mournfully avoiding her^"] Where is Alonzo? 

[Rolla tufns Qimiy in jsilence^ ■ 

Cora. IFalling at the king's f eel. JGiye we my.h^6bift^d, 
give this child his father! 

Ata. (c.) I grieve that Aloni^o is not here^ 

Cora. Hoped you to find him ? 

Ata. Most anxiously. 

Cora. Ataliba! is he not dead? 

Ata. No ! the gods will have heard our prayers, 

Cora. ^Starts up.] Is he aot dead, Ataliba? 

Ata. He lives — in my heart. 

Cora. Oh, king! torture me not thus!— Speak out, isL 
this child fatherless? 

Ata. (l. c.) Dearest Cora! do not thus dash aside th*? 
little hope that still remains, 

Cora. The little hope! yet still there is hope! iTums 
to Rolla.'] Speak to me, Rolla; thou art the friend of truth, 

RoL. (r. c.) Alonzo has not been found, 

Cora, (c.) Not found! What mean'st thou? Will not 
thou, Rolla, tell me true ? Oh ! let me not hear tire thunder 
rolling at a distance ; let the boll fall and crush my brain 
at once. — Say not that he is not found; say at once that 
he is dead. 

RoL. Then should 1 say false^ 

Cora. False! blessings on thee for that word! But 
' snatch me from this terrible suspense. {^Cora, and Child 
kneel to Jlo«a.l Lift up thy little hands, my child; per- 
haps thy ignorance may plead better thap thy mother's., 
agony. 

RoL. Alonzo is taken prisoner. 
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Cora. Prisoner! and by the Spaniards? Pizarro*9 priso- 
ner? Then is he dead. 

Ata. Hope better — the richest ransom which our realm 
can yield, a herald shall this instant bear. 

Cora. Now one boon more, beloved monarch. Let me 
go with the herald. 

Ata. Remember, Cora ', thou art not a wife only , but a 
mother too : hazard not thy own honour , and the safety 
of thy infant. Among these barbarians the sight of thy 
youth, thy loveliness, and innocence, would but rivet 
taster thy Alonzo's chains, and rack his heart with added 
fears for thee. Wait, Cora, the return of the herald. 

Cora. Teach me how to live till then. 

Ata. Now we go to offer to the gods thanks for our vic- 
tory and prayers for Alonzo's safety. 

\}liarch and procession. — Exeunt King andAimy, l. u. e. 
— Cora and Child, followed by Bolla, r. s. e. 

SCENE II. — The Wood. 
Enter Cora and Child, r. 
Cora. Mild innocence! what will become of thee? 
Enter Roll a, r. 

RoL. (r.) Cora, I attend thy summons at the appointed 
spot. 

Cora, (c.) Oh my child , my boy I— hast thou still a fa- 
ther? 

RoL. Cora, can thy child be fatherless, while RoUa 
lives? 

Cora. Will he not soon want a mother too! For canst 
|hou think I will survive Alonzo's loss? 

ROL. (r. c.) Yes! for his child's sake. — Yes, as thou 
4idst love Alonzo, Cora, listen to Alonzo's friend. 

Cora. Thou bidsl me listen to the world.— Who was 
^ot Alonzo's friend? 

RoL. (c.) His parting words 

.CoR4. His parting words! [Wildly.] Oh, speak! 
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ROL. Conugii'd to me two precious trusts^-hi$ blessing 
to bis son and a last request to thee. 

Goiuu His last request! his last! — Oil, name it! 

RoL^ If I fall , said he — and sad forebodings sbook him 
while he spok« — promise to take Cora for thy wife;' be 
thou a father to my child. I pledged my word to bira » 
and we parted. Obserre me , Cora , I repeat this only as 
my faith to do so was given lo AIooeo>— for myself, I oei- 
Iher cherish claim nor hope. 

Cora. (l. c.) Ha! does my reason fail me, or what is 
this horrid light that presses on my brain? Oh, Alonzo! 
it may be thou hast fallen a victim to thy own guileless 
heart— hadst thou been silent, hadstthou not made a fa- 
tal legacy of these wretched charms 

RoL. Cora ! what hateful suspicion has possessed thy 
mind? 

Cora. Yes, yes, 'tis clear — his spirit was ensnared; he 
was led to the fatal spot , where mortal valour could not 
front a host of murderers. — He fell — in vain did he ex- 
claim for help to Rolla. At a distance thou look'st oo'and 
smirdst — Thou couldst have saved him — couldst, but 
didst not. 

RoL. Oh , glorious sun ! can I have xleserved this? Cora 
rather bid me strike this sword into my heart — 

Cora. No! live! live for love! for that love thou see- 
kest : whose blossoms are to shoot from the bleeding grave 
of thy betrayed and slaughtered friend ! — But thou bast 
borne to me the last words of my Alonxo ! now hear mine 
— Sooner shall this boy draw poison from this tortured 
breast — sooner would I link me to the pallid corse of the 
meanest wretch that perish'd with Alonzo , than he call 
Jiolla father — than I call Rolla husband! 

RoL. Yet call me what I am— ^ thy friend, thy protector ! 

Cora. [IHstractedly.'] Away ! I have no protector but my 
God ! iFalU on her knees,— Holla steps back to R.] With this 
child in my arms will I hasten to the field of slaughter. 
— There with these hands will I turn up to the light every 
mangled body — seeking, however by death disfigured, 
the sweet smile of my AIodko— with fearful cries I will 
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lAaifk •lit bis naoK till my teinft «n&p ! If the snaDect 
ipark of life temain 9 be will know the voice of his Cora» 
opeD for a momeDt his uosbrouded eyes , apd bless me 
with a last look. [RtHi,] But if we find him not— Oh! then, 
my boy, we will to the Spanish camp — that look of thine 
will win my passage through a thousand swords--tbey too 
are men. Is there a heart that could drive back the wife 
tbat seeks her bleeding husband ; or |he innocent bade 
that cries for his imprisoned father? No, no, my child, 
every where we shall be safe. A wretched mother, i>ea- 
ring a poor orphan in her arms , has Nature's passport 
through the workl* Tes, yes, my son, we'll go and seek thy 
father. iPastes Rolla, and exit with the Child, a. 

Roi.. (c.) [After a pause of agitation,'] Could I have me- 
rited one breath of thy reproaches; Cora, I should be the 
wretch -^ 1 think I was not formed to be. Her safety must 
be my pfeseat purpose-^then to convince her she has 
wronged me! [Exit h. 

SC1e:N£ IXl^—Pizarro's Ten/.-— PizAaao traversing thettag^ 
in agitation, 

P«B. Weli« capfkious idol> Fortune, be my ruin thy 
work and boast. To myself I will still be true. — Yet, ere I 
fail » grant me thy smile to prosper in one act of vengeao^ 
c^ , and be that smile Alon^o's death. 

Mnter Elvira , lu 

Who's there ? Who dares intrude ? (c.) Why does my guard 
neglect tkeir duty? 

Elv. (a.y Thy guard did whsrt they could— but they knew 
their duty better than to enforce authority, when I refused 
obedience. 

Pix. And what is it thou desirest ? 

Elv. (a. c.) To see hbw a hero bears misfottune. Thou , 
Fizarrd , art not now ooltected — nor thyself. 

Pa. WOttldst thou, I should rejoice that the spears of 
. the enemy, led by aocurs'd Alonzo, have pierced the bra- 
veftt hearu of my followers? 

jEj.^. No I— I would feave thee oold and dark as the night 
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that follows the departed storm ; still and sullen as the 
awful pause that precedes nature's conyulsion : ^et I 
would have thee feel assured , that a new morning shall 
arise, when the warrior's spirit shall stalk foHh — nor fear 
the future, nor lament the past. 

Piz. ^^oman ! Elvira! — why had not all mj men hearts 
like thine? 

Elv. Then would thy brows have this day worn the 
crown of Quito. 

Piz. Oh! hope fails me while that scourge of my life 
and fame , Alonzo , leads the enemy. 

Elv. Pizarro, I am come to probe the hero farther : not 
now his courage , but his magnanimity — Alonzo is thy 
prisoner. 

Piz. How! 

Elv. 'Tis certain : Valverde saw him even now dragged 
in chains within thy camp. I chose to bring ^hee this intel- 
ligence myself. 

Piz. Bless thee, Elvira, for the news! — Alonzo in my 
power! — Then i am the conqueror — the victory is mine ! 

Elv. Pizarro, this is savage and unmanly triumph. Be- 
lieve me , thou raisest impatience in my mind to see the 
man whose valour and whose genius awe Pizarro ; whose 
misfortunes are Pizarro's triumph ; whose bondage is Pi- 
zarro*s safely. 

Piz. (r) . Guard ! — Drag here the Spanish prisoner, Alon- 
zo ! — Quick , bring the traitor here ? 

Elv. What shall be his fate? 

Piz. (r. c.) Death! death ! in lingering torments! pro- 
tracted to the last stretch that burning vengeance can de- 
vise , and fainting life sustain. 

Elv. (l. c.) Shame on thee ! Wilt thou have it said, 
that the Peruvians found Pizarro could not conquer till 
Alonzo felt^that he could murder ? 

Piz. Be it said — I care not! His fate is sealed. Why 
this interest for a stranger? What is Alonzo'sfate to thee ? 

Elv. (l.) His fate! — nothing! — thy glory, every thing! 
-^Think'st thou I could love thee, stripped of fame, of ho- 
nour, and a justrenovm! — Know me belter. 



,y Google 



PiZARRO. 197 

Piz. (l, c.) Thou shouldst hare known me better. Thou 
shouidst hav^ known that, once provoked to hate , I am 
for ever fixed in vengeance. — [Alonzo is brought in, in 
chains, guarded, r. Pizofro turns and surveys him."] Wel- 
come , welcome , Don Alonzo de Molina ; His long since 
we have met : thy mended looks should speak a life of 
rural indolence. How is it, that amid the toils and cares 
of war, thou dost preserve the healthful bloom of careless 
ease? Tell me thy secret? 

Al. (r.) Thou wilt not profit by it. Whatever the toils or 
cares of war, peace still is here. 

[Putting his hand to his heart. 

Piz. Sarcastic boy ! 

Elv. Thou art answered rightly. Why sport with the uu- 
lortunate? 

Piz. And thou art wedded too , I hear ; aye , and the fa- 
ther of a lovely boy— the heir, no doubt, of all his father's 
loyalty 4 of all his mother's faith . 

Al. The heir, I trust, of all his father's scorn of firaud, 
oppression, and hypocrisy— the heir, I hope, of all his 
mother's virtue, gentleness, and truth — the heir , I trust, 
,to all Pizarro's hate. 

Piz. Really ! Now do I feel for this poor orphan ; for fa- 
therless to-morrow's sun shall see that child. Alonzo, thy 
Jbours are numbered. 

Elv. Pizarro — no! 

Piz. Hence— or dread my anger, 

Elv. (c.) I will not hence ; nor do I dread thy anger. 

Al. ITo Elvira,"] Generous loveliness! spare thy ud- 
availing pity. — Seek not to thwart the tiger with his prey 
beneath his fangs. 

Piz. Audacious rebel ! Thou a renegade from thy mo- 
narch and thy God ! 

Al. 'Tls false. 

Piz. Art thou not, tell me , a deserter from thy coun- 
try's legions , and, with vile heathens leagued, hast thou 
not warred against thy native land? 

Al. No ! Deserter I am none ! I was not born among 
robbers! pirates! murderers! — ^When those legions, lured 
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hj the abhorred lust of gob) , Aod by tbj fbut ambition 
urged t forgot the honour of Gastilians , afl4- forsook the 
duties oi* hamaoity, they deserted me. I have not warred 
against my native land, but against those who have ustir- 
p'd its power. The banners of my country , when first I 
followed arms beneath them , were Justice , Faith , and 
Mercy. If these are beaten down, and trampled under 
ioot-*I have no country, nor exists the power entitled to 
reproach me with revolt. 

Piz. The power to judge and punish thee at least exists. 

Al. Where are my judges? 

Piz. Thou wouldst appeal to the war-council ? 
. Al. If the good Las-Casas have yet a seat there, yes; 
if not, I appeal to heaven \ 

Piz. And to impose upon the folly jof Las-Casas, w!>at 
would be the excuses of thy treason ? 

El?. The folly of Las-Casas!-— Such, doubtless, his 
mild precepts seem to thy hard-hearted wisdom !-*0? 
would I might have lived as I will <die , a sharer in Ibe 
follies of Las-Casas ! 

Al. To him I should not need, to urge the foul barba^ 
rities which drove me from your side ; but I would gently 
lead him by the hand , through all the lovely fieds of 
Quito ; there, in many a spot, where late was barrenness 
and waste, I would sliow him how now the opening blos- 
som , blade , or perfumed but, sweet bagful pledges of 
delicious harvest, wafting their incense to the ripening 
san , give cheerful promise to the hope of industry. This, 
I would say, is my work ! I would show him many an eye, 
and many a band, by gentleness from .error won , raised 
in pure devotion to the true and only God.— -This too I 
could tell him is Alonzo's work ! Then would Las^asas 
clasp me in his aged arms ; from his uplifted eyes a tear 
of gracious thankfulness would fall upon my hoad , and 
that one blessed drop would be to me at once this world's 
best proof, thad I had acted rightly here, and surest hope 
of my Creator's mercy and reward hereafter. 

Elv. Happy, virtuous Alonio! And thou, Pizarro, 
wouldst appal, with fear or death , a man who thinks ana 
acts as he does! 
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Piz. Daring, obstioale enthusiast! But know, tbe piont 
blessing of iby preceptor's tears does not avail thee here; 
be has fled like thee — like thee, no doubt, to join tbe 
foes of Spain. The perilous trial of the next reward tbov 
bopest, is nearer than perhaps thou'st thought; for, by 
my country's wrongs, and by mine own, to-morrow's sub 
sliall see thy death. 

Elv. Hold! — Pizarro, hear me!-^If not always justly , 
at least act always greatly. Name not thy country's wrongs 
— 'tis plain they have no share in thy resentment. Thy 
fury 'gainst this youth is private hate , and deadly persor 
nal revenge; if this be scH~-and even now thy detected 
conscience in that look avows it — profane not the name 
of justice or thy country's cause, but let him arm, and 
bid him to the field on equal terms. 

Piz. Officious advocate for treason — peace ! Bear him 
hence — he knows his sentence. [Re/irei bads. 

Al. [Jo Piz.'] Thy revenge is eager , 9Md I'm tbankfiil 
for it; — to me thy haste is mercy. ITo £lv.1 For thee, 
sweet pleader in misfortune's cause, accept my parting 
ihaoks. This camp is not thy proper sphere. Wert- thou 
among yon savages, as they are called, thou'dst find com- 
' panions more congenial to thy heart. 

Piz. iReiums to c] Yes; she shall bear tbe tidings of 
. thy death to Cora. 

Ai«. Inhuman man ! that pang at least might have been 
spared me : but thy malice shall not i&ake my constaiicy. 
I go to death — many shall bless, and none shall curse my 
mem/OTf. Thou still wilt live, and stiU wilt be-*-Pizarro. 

[Mxii, gtmrded^ a<^ 

Elv. (l. c.) Now , by the indignant scorn that burns 
upon my cheek, my soul is shamed tad fifikened at the 
meanoesa of thy vengeance. 

Pq. Wbat has thy romantic folly aimed at? He is mine 
««efliy , and ia my power. 

Ely. (a.) He is in your power, and therefore i« no a»ofe 
Ml enofliy. Pizarro, I demand not of thee justice — I ask 
not from thee nobleness of minor-I require only jiiit deft* 
Uttg tolbe fame thou hasi acquired : be not the asM0sin 
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of thine own renown. Do not act that which , howe'er thy 
present power may gloss it to the world , will make thee 
hateful to all future ages-^ accursed and scorned by pos- 
terity. 

Piz. And should posterity applaud my deeds, think'st 
thou my mouldering bones would rattle then with trans- 
port in my. tomb ? This is renown for Tisionary boys to 
dream of — I understand it not. The fame I value shall 
uplift my living estimation — overbear with popular sup- 
port the envy of my foes — advance my purposes, and aid 
my power. 

Elv. Pizarro, thou no longer lov'st me. 

Piz. It is not so, Elvira. But what might I not suspect — • 
this wond^rous interest for a stranger ! Take back thy re- 
proach. 

Elv. No, Pizarro; as yet 1 am not lost to thee — one 
string still remains , and binds me to thy fate. Do not , I 
conjure thee — do not, for mine own sake , tear it asnnder 
— shed not Alonzo's blood ! 

Piz. My resolution is fixed. 

Elv. Even though that moment lost thee Elvira for 
ever? 

Piz. Even so. 

Elv. Pizarro, if not to honour, if not to humanity, yet 
listen to affection ; bear some memory of the sacrifices I 
have made for thy sake. Have I not for thee quitted my 
parents, my friends, my fame, my native land? When es- 
caping , did I not risk , in rushing to thy arms, to bury 
myself in the bosom of the deep? Have I not shared all thy 
perils — heavy storms at sea, and frightful 'scapes on shore?. 
Even on this dreadful day, amid the rout of battle, who 
remained firm and constant at Pizarro's side ? "Who pre- 
sented her bosom as his shield to the assailing foe? 

Piz. 'Us truly spoken all. In love thou art thy sex^s mi- 
racle — in war the soldier's pattern— and therefore my 
whole heart and half my acquisitions are thy right. ' 

Elv. Convince me I possess the first— I exchange All 
title to the latter, for — mercy to Alonzo. 

Pn. No more! Had I intended to prolong bis doom. 
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each word thou utterest now would hasten on bis fate. 

Elv. Alonzo then at jnorn will die? 

Pb. Think'st thou yon sun will set! as surely at his ri- 
sing shall Alonzo die. 

Elv. (c.) Then be it done — the string is cracked — sun- 
dered for ever. But mark me — thou hast heretofore had 
cause, *lis true , lo doubt my resolution , howe*er offended 
— but mark me now — the lips which , cold and jeering , 
barbing revenge with rancorous mockery , can insult a 
fallen enemy , shall never more receive the pledge of love : 
the arm which, unshaken by its bloody purpose, shall 
assign to needless torture the victim who avows his heart, 
never more shall press the hand of faith ! Pizarro, scorn 
not my words — beware thou slightest them not! I feel 
liow noble are the motives which now animate my thoughts 
— who could not feel as I do, I condemn : who, feeling 
80, yet would not act as I shall, I despise. 

Pa^lWith asmile of contempt.'] I have heard thee, 
Elvira , and know well the noble motives which inspire 
thee, fit advocate in virtue's cause I Believe me, I pity thy 
tender feelings for the youth Alonzo ! He dies at sunrise. 

[Exit, L. 

Elv. 'Tis well ! *tis just I should be humble — I had for- 
got myself, and in the cause of innocence assumed the 
tone of virtue. *Twas fit I should be rebuked — and by 
Pizarro. Fall , fall , ye few reluctant drops of weakness — 
the last these eyes shall ever shed. How a woman can love 
Pizarro , thou hast known too well — how she can hate , 
thou hast yet to learn. Yes, thou undaunted! Thou, whom 
yet no mortal hazard has appalled ! Thou , who on Pana- 
ma's brow didst make alliance with the raging elements , 
that tore the silence of that horrid night — when thou didst 
follow , as thy pioneer , the crashing thunder's drift , 
and , stakling o'er the trembling earth , didst plant thy 
banner by the red volcano's mouth ! Thou , who when 
battling on the sea , and thy brave ship was blown to 
aplinters , wast seen — as thou didst bestride a fragment of 
the smoking wreck — to wave thy glittering sword above 
thy bead— aA thou wouldst defy the world in that extre- 
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mity ! Come, fearless man — now meet the iMt and fattest 
peril of the life: — meet ,and fiurviye — m injured wpDian's 
fury , if thou canst. [ Emt, n. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I.**i4 l>mge9H.^Al<mxo in chaxns.^A 
Sentinel vutUking near l. u. b. 

Al. (c.) For the last time» I have beheld the shadow'd 
ocean close upon the light. For the last time, through my 
cleft dungeon's roof, I now. behold the quivering lustre 
of the stars. For the last time. Oh, $un!(aod soon the 
hour) I shall behold thy rising, and thy level beams mel- 
ting xhe pale misls of morn to glittering dewdrops. Then 
comes my death, and in the morning of my day« t fall , 
which — No , Alonzo, date not the life which thou bast 
run, by the mean reck'ning of the hours and days which 
thou hast breathed; a life spent worthily should he mea- 
sured by a nobler line ; by deeds, not years. Then wouldst 
thou murmur not, but bless providence, which in so short 
a span made thee the instrument of wide and spreading, to 
the helpless and oppressed ! Though sinking in decrepid 
age , he prematurely falls, whose memoi^ records no be- 
nefit conferred by him on man. They only have lived lojjg, 
who hav^ lived virtuously. 

Enter a Soldier — shows the Sentinel a passport, who 
withdraws. 

Al. What bearyou theve? 

' Sol. These refrwiunents t was ordered to leave ki y4mr 
dungeen. 

A&. By i^on ordered ? 

Sol. By the Lady Elvira ; siie vrill be heP9 heMeU before 
the dawn. 

Al. Bear baek to iMr say iMinblest tkMke; and lake 
tho« the rsftreshaMnls, iriead. I need them not. 

Sol. I have senwd uader yon, Don Atoaao. Pardon my 
— ysa g , ifcatcay heart pilias yea. i^mt^ t. v* ■• 

Al. la Piaanra'e caoip^ to pity 41m vofertiiflate , ao 



,y Google 



pixAluui. ao3 

doubt , requires forgiveness. [Looking out,] Surely , evea 
now, thin streaks of giimmerring light steal on the dark- 
ness of the east. If so, my life is but one hour more. I will 
not watch the coming dawn ; but in the darkness of my 
cell, my last prayer to Aee, Power Supreme ! shall be for 
my wife and child ! Grant them to dwell in innocence and 
peace; grant health and purity of mind*- all else is worlh- 
^«8» [ Enters the Cmiem^ r. t. k. 

Sen. Who's there ! answer quickly ! who's there ? 

ftOL. [WiUnnf l.] A fiiar come to visit your prisoner. 

Enters f l. u. e., disguised (u a Monk, 

RoL. (c.) Inform me , friend, is not Alonzo, the Spa* 
Aiah prisoner, confined in this dungeon? 

SBN.(c.)Hei8. 

RoL. I must speak with him. 

Sen. You must not. {Slopfmig him with kis spear, 

RoL. He is my friend. 

Sen. Not if he were thy brother. 

Roi.. What is to be his fate ? 

Sen. He dies at sunrise. 

Roi.. Ha ! Then I am come in time. 

Sen. Just to witness his death. 

RoL. Soldier, I must speak to him. 

Sen. Back, back. — It is impossible. 

RoL. I do entreat thee , butilor one moment. 

Sen. Thou entreat'st in Tain< — ^ny orders are most strict. 

Rev.. Even now , I saw a messenger go hence. 

Sen. He brought a pass which we are all accustomed to 
obey. 

RoL. Look on this wedge of massive gold — look on these 
precious gems. In thy own land they will be wealth for 
thee and thine-^beyond thy hope or wish. Take them — 
they are thine. Let me but pass one minnle with Alonzo. 

Sin. Away! — ^wouldst thou, corrupt me? Jiel an old 
Castilian ! I know my duty better. 

RoL. Soldier I— hast thou a wife ? 

Sen. I have. 

RoL. Hast thou children? 
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Scsi. Four — honest , lovely boys. 

RoL. Where didst thou leave them? 

Sbh^ la my native village ; even in the cot whete my^ 
self was born. 

RoL. Dost thou love thy children and thy wife? 

Sen. Do I love them! God knows my heart — I do. 

RoL. Soldier ! imagine thou wert doomed to die a cruel 
death in this strange land. What would be thy last re- 
quest? 

Seh. That some of my comrades should carry my dying 
blessing to my wife and children . 

RoL. Oh 1 but if that comrade was al thy prison gate , 

and should there be told ^thy fellow soldier dies at 

sunrise,yet thou shalt not for a moment see him^ nor shak 
thou bear bis dying blessing to his poor children or his 
wretched wife, what wouldst thou think of him who thus 
could drive thy comrade from the door ? 

Sen. How! 

RoL. Alonzo has a wife and child. I am come but to 
receive for her , and for her babe , the last. blessing of my 
friend. 

Sen. CrO in^ [Shoulders fas speari and walks aafa$ to l. 

V. E. 

RoL. (c.) Oh, holy Nature! thou dost never plead in 
vain. There is not, of our earth $ it creature bearing fotm, 
and life , human or savage — native of the' forest wild , or 
giddy air — around whose parent bosom , thou hast not a 
cord entwined of power to tie them to their (^spring's 
claims, and at thy will to draw them back to thee. On iron 
pinions borne, the blood-stained vulture-cleaves the 
storm , yet is the plumage closest to her breast, soft as the 
cygnet's down, and o'er her unshell'd brood the murm*ring 
ring-dove sits not more gently l-r- Yes , now he is beyond^ 
the porch, barring the outer gate! Alonzo! Alonzo! my 
friend ! HaJIn gentle sleep! Alonzo — rise ! 

Al. How! is my hour elapsed? Well, [Returning from 
the reeess, r. u. e.] I aiii ready. 

RoL. Alonzo — know me. 

Al. What voice is that ? 
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RoL. *Tis Rolla's. [Takes off his disguise. 

Al. Rolla! my friend! lEmbraces kim,'] Heavens! — how 
couldst thou pass the guard ? Did this habit 

RoL. There is not a moment to be lost in word^ ; this 
disguise I tore from the dead body of a friar, as I pass'd 
our field of battle ; it has gained me entrance to thy dun- 
geon ; now take it, thou, and fly. 

Al. And Rolla 

RoL, Will remain here in thy place. 

Al. And die forme? No! Rather eternal tortures rack 
me. 

RoL. I shall not die , Alonzo. It is thy life Pizarro seeks, 
not RoUa's ; and from my prison soon will thy arm deliver 
me ; or , should it be otherwise , I am a& a blighted plan- 
tain , standing alone amid the sandy desert. Nothing sieeks 
or lives beneath ;my shelter. Thou art— a husband and a 
father — the being of a lovely wife and helpless infant 
hangs upon thy life. Go! go, Alonzo! Go, to save, not 
thyself, but Cora and thy child! 

Al. Urge me not thus, my friend; I had prepared to 
die in peace. 

RoL. To die in peace ! devoting her thou'st sworn to live 
for , to madness , misery , and death ! For be assured the 
state I left her in forbids all hope , but from thy quick re-* 
turn. 

Al. OhGod! 

RpL. If thou art yet irresolute , Alonzo , now heed me 
well. I think thou hast not known that Rolla ever pledged 
his word ,.and shrunk from its fulfilment. And by the heart 
of truth I swear, if thou art proudly obstinate to deny thy 
friend the transport of preserving Cora's life , in thee, no 
power that sways the will of man shall stir me hence; and 
thou'lt but have the desperate triumph of seeing Rolla pe- 
rish by thy side 9 with the assured conviction that Cora 
and thy child — are lost for ever ! 

Al. Oh , Rolla ! thou distractest me I 

RoL. Begone ! A moment's further pause , and all ig 
lost. The dawn approaches. Fear not for me ; I will treat 
^ith Pizarro, as for surrender and submission; I shall gain 
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tini« , doubt not , while thou , with a choterti band , pas- 
sing the secret way, majst kt night return, release thy 
friend « and bear him back in triumph. Yes, hasten, dear 
Aionzo. Eyen now I hear the frantic Cora call thee. Haste, 
Alonzo !*-Ha8te !• — Haste I 

Al. Rolla, I fear thy friendship driTes me from ho> 
nour , and from right. 

RoL. Did Rolia ever counsel dishonour to his friend ! 

Al. Oh! my preserver! • lEmbraping him. 

RoL. I feel thy warm tears dropping on my cheek. --Go! 
I am rewarded. [Throws the Friar^s garment over Alonzo^y 
There , conceal thy face ; and , that they may not clank , 
bold fast thy chaitis. Now , God be with thee ! 

Al. At night we meet again. Then, so aid me Heaven!; 
I return to save , or perish with thee ! [Exit , l. u. ■• 

RoL. [Looking after Mm.'] He has passed the outer; 
porch^-*he is safe! he will soon embrace his Wife and 
child ! Now , Cora, didst thou not wrong me ? This is the 
first time throughout my life, I ever deceived man^ For- 
give roe, God of Truth I if I am wln>ng. Alonzo flatters 
himself that we shall meet again I Yes— there!— 4^Li//m<^ 
hit hands to ^aven.]-^ Assuredly we shall meet again; 
there possess , in peace , the joys of everlasting love and 
friendship — on earth, imperfect and embittered. I will 
retire , lest the guard return before. Alonzo may have 
passed their lines. [Retires into the Caveim, r. v. i;;, 

Entei^ Elwikx, l. u. e 

Elv. (l. c.) No , not Pizarro*s brutal taunts, not the 
glowing admiration which I feel for this noble youth , shall 
raise an interest in my hi^rassed bosom , which, honour 
would not sanction. If he reject the vengeance my heart 
has sworn against the tyrant, whose death alone can save 
this land , yet shall the delight be mine , to restore him 
to his Cora's arms, to his dear child , and to the unoffeiH 
ding people , whom his virtues guide, i|nd valour guards. 
Alonao , come forth ! 
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If a ! (c.) wha art thou ? Whec^ ii A|onzo ^ 

Hoi., (r. c.) Aloii3^'&fls<L. 

KLv^Fled> 

Rqi<.. (g.) Yje» K ftnc^ Ike^ iBi»t not be purffuedK Pardoo- 
bis foiigbn€8» « iS^inff^ k^d. hapd 1 1mi( a. moKu^nt's^ pre- 
qiouato AJodzqV light ^ 

Elv^ Whal if Jt call the ^uard T 

RoL » Da 80 ;. Alon^o still gain s tii«l#« . 

Eliu What JI thus I fr^e-mjseif? {Shpws 4^ dagger, 

RoL* Strike it to my.hearl ! Slili with the coftvulsitc 
fprasp of deatti Vik bold tbee fest. 

Elv« Release ua^ !.i give mjr faith, I never will alarm 
Hie guaid» nor cause pursuit. 

RoL« kx onee, I trust thy >verd. A feeling boldness iu 
thoee eyes assurer me that tliy soul is noble. 

Elv. /Whatis thy name ? spoak freely ; by my order tka 
guard is removed beyond the outer porch. 

Rol. My name is Rolla. 

Ely. The Peruvian leader ? 

Rol. I WAS soyesterday«To-day, tho Spaniard's cap- 
tive. 

El V. And frieadsbip for Alonxo moved thee to this 
act? 

Rol. Alonzo is my friend. I am prepared to die for him. 
Yet is the cause a motive stronger far than friendship. 

Elv. One only passion eisc could urge^such generous 
rashness. 

Rol. A»d that is- — - 

Elv. Love ? 

Rol. True! 

Elv. Gallant, ingenuous Rolla ! Know that my pnvpcse 
here was thine ; aiid were I to save tliy friend— 

Rol. How ! a woman blessed with gentleneis and eoifr- 
rage , and yet not Cora? 

Ely. tioes Rolla think so meanly of all female hearts? 

Rol. Noisor— you are worse and belter than we are ! 

Elv, Were 1 to save thee, Rolla , from^the vyTMtVtveir- 
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' geance — restore thee to thy native I^ad-r-and Ihy native, 
land to peace — wouldst thoit not rank Elvira with the 
good ? 

RoL. To judge the action I must know the means. 

Elv. Take this dagger. 

RoL. How to be used ? 

Elt. I will conduct thee to the tent where fell Pizarro 
sleeps; the scourge of innocence — tlie terror of thy race 
— the fiend that desolates thy afflicted country. 

RoL. Hast thou not been injured by Pizarro ? 

Elv. Deeply as scorn and insult can infuse their deadly 
venom. 

Rot. And thou ask*6t that I shall murder him in hi^ 
sleep ! 

Elv. 'Would be not have murdered Alonzo in his 
chains ? He that sleeps and he that's bound are equally 
defenceless. Hear me , Rolla: so may I prosper in this 
perilous act , as searching my full heart I have put by all 
rancorous motive of private vengeance there, and feel 
that I advance to my dread purpose in the cause of hu- 
man nature, and at the call of sacred justice. 

RoL.The god of justice sanctifies no evil as a step towards 
good. Great actions cannot be achieved by wicked means. 

£lv. Then , Peruviaa, since thou doat feel so coldly for 
thy country's wrongs, this hand, though it revolt my souU 
Ahall strike the blow. 

Rol. Then is thy destruction pertain , and for Peru 
thou perishestl (^ive me tlie dagger! 

Elv. Now follow me ; but first — and dreadful is the 
hard necessity — thou must strike down the guard. 

Rol. The soldier who was on duty here? 

Elv. Yes, him ; else, seeing thee, the alarm .will.be 
instant. 

Rol. And! must stab that soldier as I pass? — Take 
back thy dageer. 

Elv. Rolla? 

$loL. That soldier., mark me, is a man!. Ail are not 
i?ieii that bear, the human form. He refus'd my prayers 
T-ifefused my gold-^denying to admit me — till his own 
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feelings bribed him. For my nation's safety , I woukl not 
barm that man. 

Elv. Then he. must ^th us. I will answer Cor his sa- 
fety. 

RoL. Be that plainly understood between, us : for* wha- 
te*er betide our enterprise , I will not risk a hair of that 
man's head * to saxe my heartstrings from consuming fire. 

[Exeunt, l. u. b. 

SCEPflE II.— r^e Inside, of Pizqrro's Jenr— Pizarro 
on a couch, at the back of stqge, c. 

Piz. [Inhia sleep."] No mercy, traitor. Now at his heart! 
Stand off there, you — let me see hinf bleed! Ha ! ha ! ha! 
I^et me hear thjsi( groan again. 

Enter Rolla and Elvira , l . 

Etv. (l. c) There !^ — Now lose not a moment. 

RoL. Thou must leaye me now. This scene of blood fit9^ 
not a woman's presence. , 

Ely. But a moments pause may — 

RoL. Go I — retire to tliy own tent* and return nothere. 
I will come to thee. Be thou not known in this business « 
X implore thee ! 

Elv. I will withdraw the guard tjiat waits. 

[Exit Elvira , l. 

RoL. (l. c.) Now hav.e I in my power the accursed de- 
stroyer of my country's peace: yet tranquilly he rests. 
God ! can this man sleep ? 

Pa. [/n ^sfieep.] Away! away! hideous. fiends ! Tear 
not my bosom thus! 

RoL. No : I was in error — the.balm of sweet Yepose be 
never more can know. Look here, ambition's fools! Ye., 
by whose inhuman pride the bleeding sacrifice of nations 
i^ held as nothing , behold tlie rest of the guilty ! He is in 
my power ; and one blow ! — No ! my heart and hand re? 
fuse the act : RoUa cannot be an assassin ! — Yet Elvira 
must be saved.-^[i4pproac^e« the couch.'] Pizarro ! awakej 

PjZ. [StQrt^up^ Who?— Guard !— 

Digitized by Google 



I«6 . 

Ai 

tff.i) t' 
hi. < 

H'liy to I 

$lf»B Ol I 

Al. M 
thrnn t' 

tnnn l>rr 
Al.. St 

At. K 

t*OHA. 

At. l\ 

CURV 

\t.H 

>^ *4t 'K' 



■-.- ** 



,y Google 



PtZiUlRO. 211 

Nor tlihik that womAo'ls angier , or the feelings of an inju- 
red hearty prompted me to this 4esigQ. No ! had I been 
only ioQueoced so , thus failing , sliame and remorse 
would weigh me down. But , though defeated and des- 
troyed , as now I am , such is the greatness of the cause 
t^at urged me , I shall perish , glorying in the attempt, 
and my last breath of life shall speak the proud avowal 
of my purpose — to have rescued millions of innocents 
from the blood-thirsty tyranny of one — by ridding the 
insulted world of thee !- 

RoL. Had the act been noble as the motive , Roila 
would not have shrunk from its performance. 

^nter Guards, iv, 

Pn. Seize this discovered fiend , who sovght to kill 
your leader. 

Elv. Touch me not, at the peril of your souls; T am 
your prisoner, and will follow you. But thou , their tri-^ 
umphant leader , first slialt hear me. Yet , first, for thee^ 
Roll, accept my forgiveness ; even had I been the victinl 
Of thy nobleness of hearty I should haTe admired thee for 
it. But'twas myself provoked my doom. Thou wouldsthava 
shielded me. Let not thy eontenftpt follow me to the grave* 
Didst thou but know the fiend-like arts by which this hy- 
pocrite first undermined the virtue of a guileless heart I 
how , even in the pious sanctuary wherein I dwelt , by 
corruption and by fraud he practised upon those in whom 
I most confidedr— till my distempered fancy led me, itep 
by step, into the abyss of guilt — 

Piz. "Why am I not obeyed? Tear her hence. 

£lv. 'Tis past — but didst thou know ray story , Rolla , 
tkou wouldst pity me. 

^OL. From my soul I do pity thee. 

Piz. Villains! drag her to the dungeon I-^-prepare tbo 
torture instantly. 

Elv. Soldiers — but a moment more. 'TIS to ap|)laud 
your general ; it is to tell the astonished world , that , for 
once, Pizarro's sentence is an act of justice ; yes , rack 
me with the sharpest tortures that ever aganis^d tfad hu- 
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man frame ; it will be justice. Y«8 , bid the minioHS of tbj 
fury wreDck forlli the sinews of those arms that have 
caressed , and — even defended thee ! Bid them pour bur- 
ning metal into the bleeding cases of these ej%B , that so 
oft, oh God ! have hung with love and homage on thy 
look ; then approach mp , bound on the abhorred wheel , 
there glut thy savage eyes with the convulsive spasns of 
that dishonoured bosom , which was once ihy pillow! — 
Yet will I bear it all; for it will be justice, all! And , 
when thou shalt bid them tear me to my death , hoping 
that thy unshrinking ears may at last be feasted with the 
music of my cries , I will not utter one shriek or groan ;-^ 
but to the last gasp , my body's patience shall deride thy 
vengeance, as my soul defies thy power. 

Piz. Hear 'St thou the wretch whose hands were even 
now prepared for murder? 

Ro^. Yes! And if her accusation's false , thou wilt not 
shrink from hearing her : if true , thy barbarity cannot 
inake her suffer the pangs thy conscience will inflict on 
thee. 

Ely. (c.) And now , farewell , world ! RoUa, farewell ! 
Farewell , thou condenoined of heaven ! [To Pizarro.'] for 
repentance and remorse , I know , will never touch thy 
heart. We shall meet again. Ha! bo it thy horror here, 
to know that we shall meet hereafter! And when thy 
parting hour approaches , bark to the knell, whose dread- 
ful beat will strike to thy despairing soul. Then will vi-. 
brate on thy ear the curses of the cloister'd saint from 
whom thou stolest me. Then , the last shrieks which burst 
from my mother's breaking heart, as she died, appealing 
to her God against the seducer of her child ! Then the 
blood-stifled groan of my rourder'd brother , murdered 
by thee , fell monster , seeking atonement for his sister's 
roin'd honour ! I hear them now. To me the recollec- 
tion's madness! At such an hour— what will it be to 
thee? 

Piz. A pioment's more delay, and at the peril of your 
lives— 

Elv. I have spoken , and the last mortal frailty pf my 
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2d Sol. Well, in our escape from the enemy , to haye 
discovered their secret passage through the focks , -will 
p.rove a lueky chance to us— Pizarro will reward us. 

1st Sol. This way. The sun, though clouded, is on our 
left. [Perceives the Child,'] What have we here ? A child ? 
as I'm a soldier. 

2d Sol. 'Tis a sweet little habe. Now would it be a 
great charity to take this ipfant from^ its pagan mother's 
power, 

1st Sol. It would so. I have one at home shall- play 
with it«. Come along. [Takes the Child* — Exeuntf r. 

Be'eniter Cora and Alonzo, l. s. r. 

Cora. [Speaking mthouU'\ This way, "dear Alonzo. Now 
am I rightT— there — there — under that' tree. Was it pos- 
sible the instinct of a mother's heart could mistake the 
spot ! Now , wilt thou look at hiin as he sleeps , or shall I 
bring him waking with his fulii)lue laughing eyes to wel- 
come thee at once? Yes — yes. Stand thou there; Til 
snatch him from his rosy slumbjer , blushing like the per- 
fum*d morn. 

[^Finding only the mantle and veil, which she tears from 
the ground , and the child gone, she screams » 

Al. [Running to her,"] Cora! my heart's beloved. 

Cora. He is gone ! 

Al. Eternal God! 

Cora. He is gone! — my child, my child! 

Al. Where didst thou leave him? 

Cora. [Dashing herself on the spot,"] Here ! 

Al. Be calm , beloved CoraJ he has awak'd, agd crept 
to a little distance — we shall find him. Are ypu. assured 
this was the spot you left him in ? 

Cora, (r.) Did . not these hands make that bed, and 
shelter for him? And is not this the veil that covered 
him? 0, unnatural joiotber that I was. 1 left my chiW— I . 
forsook my innocent — but I will ily to the earth's brink , 
but I will^nd him. 

[Runs out, R.> tajics up mantle, followed by Alonzo. 

7 
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SCEM II.>— 7Ae OtilpoHofthe SpankhCdmj^, and a 
Bridge. — \_Tnimpets somd without.^ 

Bear him along — his story must be false.— {E/rfmii^.] 
RouTA in ck^m, k^Ugfu In by SaWm, l. 

Hob. (l.) Fake! Roiia utt^r falsehood! I woaM I had 
tliee in a desert \nth a troop around thee; and I but ^Ih 
mj sword in this unshackled hand! 

ifriitnpets mthout, 
, Alm, (g.) b it to be oi^it<id tbait.RoHa^ the reiHJWu'd 
PeruTiaa hero , should be detected like a sf^y «kiAk«ig 
through our camp ? 

Roi^, (l. Cr) Skulking! 

AbM. Butaeswer to the igeudiiil'^he is here. 

Enter Pizarro, r. 

Piz. WhatdoIseeiRoUa! 

tlOL. ^h ! to thy sritpriBe, no doubt. 

Piz. And b6uud too ! ' 

RoL.'So faM, thou need'iit not fear ^pj^tttaiihiBg me. 

Alm. The guards surprisM him, parsing otir dfitpost. 

Piz. Release him instantly. Believe me, Itegrei this 
insult. 

RoL. Thou feersl fhi^n as'thou Otfghfst. 

Piz. Nor can I brddk to see a warrior of tViollft's fame 
difiiaito'd. Accept this, though ft has b^en thy eniimy's. 
fSites amord,] 'the Spaniards know <he courtesy thaifs 
due to valour. 

RdL. And the Potifyialis hi)w to fovg^t offetibes. 
• Piz. lilay nOt RoUa Piz^rro c^ase to be foes? 

HbL. When the sea divides us ; yes ! IHky I riol? dep^t ? 

Piz. Freefy. 

RoL. And shall I not again be intereepted? 

Pte. Ko!— let the wbrd be given that tloHa passes 
freely. 
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Enter Dayili^ and Soldiers, with the Child^ l. 

Day. Here are two soldiers, captiYed yesterday, who 
hftYe escap'd from the PeruYian hold, and by the secret 
way we have so long endeaYoured'to discover,^ 

Piz. Silence! — imprudent! Seest thou not — ? 

[jPmnting to Rolla. 

Day, In their way , they found a PeruYian child , who 
seems 

Pus. What is the imp to me ? Bid them toss it into the 
sea. 

&0L. (l. c.) Gracious heaYes ! it is Alonzo*s child .' — 
give it to me. 

Piz. (g.) Ha! Alonzo*s child! [Takes the ChUd.] Welco- 
me , thou pretty hostage. Now Alonzo is again my priso- 
ner! 

RoL. Thou wilt not keep the infant from its mother? 

Piz. Will I not? What^ when I shall meet Alonzo in the 
beat of the Yictorious fight, think*st thou I shall not have a 
check upon the valour of his heart , when he is reminded, 
that a word of mine is this child's death? 

RoL. I do not understand thee. 

Piz. My vengeance has a long arrear of hate to settle 
with Alonzo ! and this pledge may help to settle the ac- 
count. [Gives the Child to a SoUUir. 

RoL. Man! Man! Art thou a man! Gouldst thoahurt 
that innocent! By Heaven ! it's smiling in thy face* 

Piz. Tell me, does it resemble Cora? 

RoL. Pizarro! thou haat set my heart on fire. U thou 
dost harm that child , think not his blood will sink into 
the barren sand. No ! faithful to the eager hope thai now 
trembleg in this indignant heart , 'twill rise to the common 
God of nature knd humanity, and cry aioud for -vengeaBoe 
OB his aconrs'd destroyer's head. 

Piz. (g.) Be that peril mine. 

RoL. ITiHiwing himself at his feet, c.] B^oUl me at thy 
feet. Me,&olla!~^Me, the preiervtr of thy life!-^Me, 
that have never yet bent or hoar'd before created mofl ! 
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— la humble agony I sue to thee — prostrate I implore 
thee — hut spare that child, and I will be thy slaTe. 

Piz. RoUa! still art thou free to go — this boy remains 
with me/ 

RoL. {Bz«e«.] Then was this sword heaven's gift, not 
thine ! iSeizes the Child.'] Who moves one step to follow 
me, dies upon the spot. [Exit, with the Child, l. 

Piz. Pursue him instantly — but spare his life. [Exeunt 
Almagro and Soldiers, l.] Whit what fury he defends him* 
self I Ha ! he fells them to the ground — and now 

Enter Almagro, l. 

Alm. Three of thy brave soldiers are already victims to 
thy command to spare this madman's life ; and if be once 
gain the thicket — 

Piz. Spare him no longer. [Exit Almagro,"} Their guns 
must Teach him — he'll yet escape — holloa to those horse 
— tlie Peruvian sees them — and now he turns among the 
Tocks — then is his retreat cut off. 

[Rolla crosses the wooden bridge from l. fo r., pursued 
by the Soldiers — they fire at him — a shot strikes 
him. 
Piz. Now t — quick ! quick ! seize the child ! 

[Rolla retreats by the background, bearing off the Child, 

Be-£f2ler Almagro, L. 

Alx. (fi.) By hell! be has escaped! and with the child 
unhurt. 

Dav. (c.) No — he bears his death with him. — Believe 
me , I saw him struck upon the side. 

Piz. But the child is sav'd—Alonzo's child! Oh! the 
furies of disappointed vengeance. 

Alm. Away with the revenge of words — let us to deeds. 
Forget not we have acquired the knowledge of the secret 
pass, which through the rocky cavern's gloom brings thee 
at once to the strong hold , where are lodg'd their women 
and their treasures. 

Piz. Right, Almagro ! Swift as thy thought, draw forth a 
daring and a chosen band— I will not wait for numbers. 
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stay, Almagro! — Valterde is informed Elvira dies to- 
day ? 

Alm. He is — and one revest alone tb^~ 

Piz^ ril bear of none ! 

Alm. The boon is small— 'tis but for the noviciate ha- 
bit which you first beheld her in. She wishes not to suffer 
in the gaudy trappings which remind her of her shame. 

Piz, Well , do as thou wilt — but tell Valverde , that , at 
our return , as his life shall answer it , to let me hear that 
the is dead. [Exeunt semrally, i^. and h, 

SCENE m.—Alaiibars Tent. 

Enter XtkhttA foltowed h^ G«m and Alonco, ^ 

Cora, (c) Oil 1 avoid me not , Ataliba! To whom but to 
her l^ing is the wretched mother to address her ^efs? 
The Gods refuse to hear my prayers. Did not my Alonzo 
fight for thee ? — And will not niy sweet boy , if thou'lt but 
restore him to me, one day fight thy battles too, 

Al. Oh ! my suffering love— my poor heart-broken Co- 
ra ! — thou but wpund'st our sovereign's feeling soul and 
not reliev'st thy owu. 

Cora. Is he our sovereign , and has he not the power 
to give me back my child f 

Ata. (c.) "When I reward desert or tan relieve my peo- 
ple , I feel what is the real glory of a king ; when I hear 
them suffer, and cannot aid them, I mourn the impotepce 
of all mortal power. 

[Voices behind, r.] Rolla! Rolla ! Rolla ! 

Enter IIolu, ^. t^is countenance ghastlif, andbUeding, 
ivith the Child, folUhwd by Ppifflfons, 

RoL. Thy child! 

IGives the Child into Gorans arms , and falls , c 
Cora. God! there is blood upon him! 
RoL. 'Tis my blood , Coi^? 
Al. Rolla, thou diest. 
RoL. For thee and Cora. |!X>im* 



,y Google 



220 MZARRO. 

Enter Orano, l. 

Ora. Treachery has rcTealed our asylum in the rocks. 
Even now the foe assails ihe peaceful band retired for pro- 
teclion there. 

Al. (c.) Lose not a moment ! Swords, be quick! Your 
wives and children cry to you. Bear our lov'd hero's body 
in the van ; 'twill raise the fury of our men to madness. — 
^ow , fell Pizarro ! the death of one of us is near! — Away ! 
be the word of assault, Revenge and RoUa. 

lExetmt Alonzo and Ataliba, i. 

[Soldiers take tip the body, and bear it offL,^ follwed by 
Cora and Child, md Army — Charge, l. 

SCENE IV. —4 Recess among the Rocks. • 

Enter i^izARRO , Ai^hagro , Yalverde , and Spanish Soldiers , 

R, u. E. 

Piz. (c.) Well! — if surrounded , we must perish in the 
centre of them* Where 4o Rolla and Alonzo hide their 
hesids, 

pnter Alonzo, Oramo, and Peruvians, i. 

Al. (l.) Alonzo answers thee» and Alonzo's sword 
shall speak for Roila. 

Piz, Thou know'sl the advantage of thy numbers. Thou 
dar*st not singly face Pizarro. 

Al. (l. c.) Peruvians, stir not a man! Be this contest 
only ours. 

Piz. (r. c.) Spaniards! — observe ye the same. 

Theif fight. — Alonzo is disarmed, and is beat down. 

Piz. Now , traitor , to thy heart. 
[Elvira enters in black. — Pizaivo, appalled , staggers back, 

— Alonzo reqovers his sword, renews the fight , and slays 

Mm. 

Atalibv enters, l., ttnd embraces Alonzo. 

Ata. My brave Alonzo ! 

Alm. Alonzo, we submit. Spare us! we will embark, 
and leave the coast. 
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Vjo.. Elvira will isonfess I sav'd herlife ; she has sav'd 
thine. 

Al« Fear not. You are safe, 

[Spaniards ground their arms, 

Elv. Valverde speaks the truth ; nor could he think to 
itteet me here. An awful impulse , which my soul could 
not resist, impelled me hither. 

Al. Noble Elvira ! ray preserver! How can I speak what 
I , Ataliba , and his rescued country , owe to thee ! If amid 
this grateful nation thou wouldst remain 

Elv. (g.) Alonzo, no! the destination of my future life 
is fix'd. Humbled in penitence I will endeavour to atone 
the guilty errors, which, however mask'd by shallow 
cheerfulness, hav^ long consumed my secret heart. When, 
by my sufferings purified and penitence sincere , my soul 
shall dare address the Throne of Mercy in behalf of others, 
for thee, Alonzo , for thy Cora, and thy child— for thee , 
thou virtuous monarch , and the innocent race thou reig- 
n'st over , shall Elvira's prayers address the God of Natu- 
re. — Valverde , thou hast preserved my life. Cherish hu- 
manity, avoid the foul examples thou hast view'd. Spa- 
niards, returning to your native home , assure your rulers 
they mistake the road to glory or to power. Tell them that 
the pursuits of avarice , conquest, and ambition , never 
yet made a people happy , or a nation great. 

[Takes a last look of Pizarro*s body , and exit, r. Body 
borne off, r. s. e,-^ Flourish of Trumpets. 

Al. Ataliba, think not I wish to check the voice of 
triumph, when I entreat we first may pay the tribute due 
to our loved Rolla*s memory. [Exeunt, r. 
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DISPOSITIO!! or TBE CHARACTERS AT THE FALL OF TfilS 
CURTAIN. 

[il solemn 3f arch. Enter l, d. b. a procession of Peruvian 
Soldiers, bearing Rolla*s Body onabiei\^^Choirform 
up the su and l. of the stage, — Bier placed in thec^ 
the feet toward the audience, -r^ High Priest stands at 
the head, — Cora, ivith her Child, weeping r. of the 
bier, and bending over it, — AtaUba and Alonzo on the 
L., also bending over it, ^—Guards stand across bacH- 
ground,^—Solemn chorus^-r^Virgins and Priests kneel 
round the biet\ 

DIRGE.— Pne«W and Priestesses, 

L^t tears of gratitude and woe 
For the brave Kolia ever flow ! 



[Curtain slowly descends. 
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Ghiird by rude gales, while yet reluctant May 

'Withholds the beauties of the vernal day , 

As somefond maid whom matron frowns reprove , 

Suspends the smile her heart devotes to love : 

The season's pleasures, too, delay their hour. 

And winter revels with protracted power : 

Then blame not , Critics , if, thus late , we bring 

A Winter Drama — but reproach — the Spring. 

"Whot prudent Cit dares yet the season trust , 

Bask in his whiskey, and enjoy the dust? 

Hors'd in Gheapside , scarce yet the gayer spark 

Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park ; 

Scarce yet you see him , dreading to be late , 

Scour the New Road, and dash thro' Grosvenor Gate : 

Anxious — yet timorous , too ! — his steed to show , 

The hack Bucephalus of Rotten Row. 

Gareless he seems, yet, vigilantly sly. 

Wooes the gay glance of ladies passing by , 

While his off-heel , insidiously aside , 

Provokes the caper which he seems to chide. 

Scarce rural Kensington due honour gains ; 

The vulgar verdure of her walk remains ! 

Where night-rob*d misses amble two by two. 

Nodding to booted beaux — ** How'do , how*do? " 

With generous questions, that no answer wait. 

" How vastly full ! A' n't you come vastly late ? 

** Tn't it quite charming? When do you leave town? 

** A*n*t you quite tired? Pray can't we sit down ! " 

Those suburd pleasures of a London May , 

Imperfect yet , we hail the cold delay ; 

Should our play please — and you're indulgent ever^ — 

Be your decree—" 'lis better late than never. " 
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Ere yet suspense has stiird iu tbrobbiog fear. 

Or Melancholy wip'd the grateful leaT , 

While e'en the miseries of a sinkind state , 

A monarch's danger > and a nation's fate » 

Command aot now your eyes with grief to flow , 

Lost iu a trembUng mother's nearer woe : 

What moral lay shall poetry rehearse « 

Or how shall elocution pour the verse 

So sweetly , that its music shall r«pay 

The lov'd illusiou which it drives away ? 

Mine is the Usk» to rigid custoois due. 

To me ungrateful, as 'tis harah to yea. 

To mar the work 4he tragic scene hu^ wrought. 

To rouse the mind that broods in pensive tlioughc. 

To scare reflection, which, in absent dreams. 

Still lingers, musing on the recent ibemes; 

Attention , ere with contemplation tir'd , 

To turn from all that pieas'd, from 9A\ that €r'd ; 

To weaken lessons strongly now impreas'd. 

And chill the iirterest glowing in the breast-^ 

Mine is the task ; and be it mine to '^lare 

The souls that pant, the griefs ih^ see , to ehtre ; 

Let me with ne uahaUowed jest deride 

The sigli that sweet compassien owns with pride— 

The sigh of comfort, te aflUdlion dear , 

That kindness heaves , 4hat virtue loves to hear 

E'en gay Thalia will not now teluss 

This gentle homage to .her ndter-tmvae. 

O ye , who listen to the plaintrve stsaitt , 
With strange enjoyment, and with nif>tsrou8 pain , 
Who eret have feit the stranger's lone despair 
And Haller^s settLod , sad , remorseless oare. 
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Does Rolla*s pure affection less excite 
The inexpressible anguish of delight ? 
Do Cora's fears , which beat without control , 
With less solicitude engross the soul? 
Ah , no! your minds with kindred zeal approve 
Maternal feeling , and heroic love. 
You must approve : where man exists below , 
lu temperate climes , or 'midst drear wastes of snow , 
Or where the solar fires incessant flame , 
Thy laws , all-powerful nature , are the same 
Vainly the Sophist boasts, he can explain 
The causes of thy universal reign. — 
More vainly would his cold presumptuous art 
Disprove thy general empire o*er the heart? 
A voice proclaims thee , that we must believe — 
. A voice , that surely speaks not to deceive ; 
That voice poor Cora heard, and closely press'd 
Her darling infant to her fearful breast ; 
Distracted, dar'd the bloody field to tread. 
And sought Alonzo through the heaps of dead , 
Eager to catch the music of his breath , 
Though faltering in the agonies of death , 
To touch his lips, though pale and cold, once more ^ 
And clasp his bosom , though it streamed with gore ; 
That voice, too , Rolla heard , and , greatly brave » 
His Corals dearest treasure died to save , 
Gave to the hopeless parent's arms her child. 
Beheld her transports, and expiring smil'd. 
That voice we hear — Oh ! be its wili obey'd! 
*Tis valour's impulse , and 'tis virtue's aid — 
It prompts to all benevolence admires , 
To all that heavenly piety inspires , 
To all that praisegepeats through lengthen'd years , 
That honour sancnfies, and time reveres. 
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